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Introduction: Kyoko Okitegami’s Lecture Meeting 


"Nice to meet you. My name is Kyoko Okitegami, and I'm a detective." 


With this opening, the woman with pure white hair on the podium bowed deeply. Her hair was an 
unclouded white that could make one catch their breath. 


"Twenty-five years old. Head of the Okitegami Detective Agency." 
Even after raising her head, she—Ms. Kyoko—continued her introduction. 


The audience gathered in the venue was, of course, there to listen to her talk. We all knew this 
much, myself included, but | suppose it must be part of the procedure. 


Perhaps it was less to introduce herself to us, the audience, and more so to recite her "profile" 
for her own sake. 


That's because... 

"I am the detective who forgets. Each time | sleep, my memory resets." 

That's right. 

For Ms. Kyoko, there is only today. 

At night, when she goes to bed, and in the morning when she wakes up, she has completely 
lost the events of the previous day—what requests she received as a detective, what cases she 
investigated, what deductions she made, what solutions she led to, she forgets them alll. 
Without a single cloud of remembrance, she forgets. 

Her history is entirely erased. 


That means. 


"In other words, | am a detective who can respect the duty of confidentiality, which as a 
detective | must adhere to, more than anyone else—it seems that's why | am favored," she said. 


Though | don't remember, 
Ms. Kyoko added jokingly, but those words were utterly true—I too have relied on the Okitegami 


Detective Agency countless times, probably more than anyone else in this venue, yet she does 
not remember any of those cases and of course, she does not remember me, a regular client. 


Every meeting is a "Nice to meet you." 


To say that it didn't make me feel lonely would, naturally, be a lie, but | also felt that it's probably 
the way it should be—the signboard of the "Forgetful Detective" should have no exceptions, 
whether it's me or anyone else. 


"Those of you gathered here today may be expecting to hear from me some further details of 
the mysterious cases that | have handled in the past, but it pains me to say that | will have to 

disappoint you all. Besides, I'm sure you all Know more about them than | do," 

She said with a shrug, and the audience erupted into laughter—of course, not everyone was 

expecting that, but knowing that she is the Forgetful Detective and coming to listen to her talk 
means they were already aware of this. 


Even whether the cases she has solved so far were mysterious or not is unclear to her. 


So what have they come to hear? They, and |, came not so much to listen as to see—the 
peculiar detective named "Kyoko Okitegami." 


To see this mysterious detective. 


Therefore, in rather extreme terms, it doesn't matter what she says or does; we wouldn't 
mind—that's more or less the nature of a lecture, and Ms. Kyoko is well aware of this. 


Hence, despite the fact that her memory is not continuous, Ms. Kyoko's fashion for today, as 
she is said never to be seen wearing the same clothes twice, was such that it emphasized her 
identity as a professional detective to an almost excessive degree—even though she hadn't put 
on the deerstalker hat, the pea coat with a round collar was very reminiscent of the world's most 
famous detective. 


She must have reconciled herself with being part of the spectacle as part of her job—she had a 
pretty good head for business, though you might not know it from her cute looks. 


As a job hunter, should | take notes? 
No, really, | need to learn from this. 


Anyway, that doesn't mean her job today as the Forgetful Detective is to stand silently on stage 
and strike poses—it's a lecture, not a photo session. 


Ms. Kyoko said, 


"So today | would like to talk about myself. Of course, to the extent that | remember. | asked the 
organizers and they said that this is the first time that a detective named Kyoko Okitegami is 
giving a lecture, so | don't think there will be any situations like 'Oh, come on, Ms. Kyoko, give 
me a break, I've heard that story before!', please rest assured." 


She continued. 

Oh. | braced myself. 

| was anxious about what exactly Ms. Kyoko intended to talk about, since she doesn't remember 
the cases due to her detective's duty of confidentiality and her forgetful nature. But maybe, just 
maybe, | was about to hear a valuable episode that I'd never heard before. 


Like the sequel to her self-introduction. 


This is not only her first lecture; it's also an unprecedented and unique opportunity for Ms. 
Kyoko herself to speak about Ms. Kyoko—as far as | know. 


What winds had blown this whim? 


Of course, I'm just a regular and | don't have a complete grasp of all of Ms. Kyoko's detective 
workings. 


"Let me clarify the premise for everyone. Among you, there might be some who wonder: 'Can a 
detective whose memory only lasts a day really solve a case?’ Let's dispel those doubts right 
away. Misunderstandings like this could bring trouble to my future work. I'm known as the 
Forgetful Detective and also praised as the Fastest Detective—did you see it written on the 
business card you received at the entrance?—'l'll solve your troubles in a day!’ Although, 
honestly, this is kinda fake advertising, there must still be many cases that | haven't been able to 
solve." 


"Well, let's forget about inconvenient things," Ms. Kyoko said, with a mischievous smile that was 
clearly visible even from a distance—the audience even gave a round of applause. 


She has completely won the audience over. 

With the mood as it is now, it feels like anything she says will be well-received. 

Truly a master detective. Even without discussing the resolution of cases, it seems giving a 
speech is something she's naturally skilled at—she has a brazen confidence on stage that 


belies it being her first time. 


This unabashed audacity could also be said to be a hallmark of the Forgetful Detective. 


"The Fastest Detective, and also the Forgetful Detective. Of course, these are what you might 
call necessary conditions, or the two halves of the whole. Without being the fastest detective, 
being forgetful wouldn't be possible. It's being the fastest that makes me the Forgetful 
Detective," she said, glancing over the audience. 


The hall, large enough to seat about a thousand people, was nearly full—a remarkable turnout. 
While good advertising might have played a part, it seems there's quite a number of 
connoisseurs out there who want to catch a glimpse of the renowned Forgetful Detective. 


Not that | have any right to say this, since | rushed here three hours before the doors opened. 


"When I can no longer maintain being the fastest, that will probably be when | retire from 
detective work—well, after that, perhaps I'll give three lectures a week to get by," she said, 
returning her gaze to the front. 


| thought she might have seen me, but of course, that must be wishful thinking. Today, I'm just 
one of the audience. 


By the way, there are indeed detectives who make a living giving lectures, so Ms. Kyoko's 
light-hearted remark isn't entirely lacking in realism—given her eloquence so far, she seems to 
have the potential for it. 


"However, hearing this, a new question must arise in your hearts," she continued. "I get that 
she's quick-witted, that's a given for someone who calls herself a detective. But if her memory 
resets every day, doesn't that mean she's constantly left behind by the rapidly changing times? 
Can she really cope with the modern, highly complex crimes in such a state?'—It's a natural 
concern. In fact, | think the same thing every morning when | wake up. Aren't | just like 
Urashima Taro who time-slipped from the past?" 


Ms. Kyoko paused her speech, and the audience waited silently for her to speak again. 

Actually, | also don't know how many in the audience had thought so deeply about the 
characteristics of the "Forgetful Detective," and on the other hand, for someone like me who had 
been in her care a great many times, such concerns seemed to be misplaced, groundless fears. 
However, how Ms. Kyoko herself perceived this point was something | was genuinely interested 
in. 

How does Ms. Kyoko view herself? 

Naturally, | found myself straining my ears to listen. 


"It's simply..." Ms. Kyoko resumed her speech. 


She skillfully used her pauses. 


"As | prepare for the day each morning, and learn about modern society through books, 
television, and the internet, it becomes immediately apparent that I’m able to keep up with the 
times. | find that somehow, | can still manage. | could probably cope. Actually, there must be 
some things that only someone as forgetful as me can do. Things that none other than me can 
do. So why not give it a try? That's how | come to think—having no accumulation of memories 
means that more of the brain's resources can be allocated to thinking, and having no memories 
means carrying less baggage. Realizing that not having a past means being free from 
preconceptions and rules of thumb, It feels like I'm cheating a little." 


"Cheating" may be a bit tongue-in-cheek, but it's true that this is a hidden selling point of the 
Forgetful Detective—thinking about it, and if you ask me, having witnessed Ms. Kyoko's 
exploits, what stands out most is that she is extremely self-aware of these facts. 

She cheats, knowingly and proactively. 

When her thoughts get tangled during the course of deduction, or when she gets too 
emotionally involved with the people related to a case, she has the option to go to sleep and 


reset—just as in hitting the "restart" button on a video game. 


However, not everyone listening to the lecture seemed convinced—even if they see such 
benefits, the loss of memory still was a huge drawback overall. 


After all, memory is, in a way, oneself. 

The fastest detective is like exchanging her life for the truth. 

| can't fully comprehend why Ms. Kyouko values thinking speed more than memory either. 
Ms. Kyoko seemed to have noticed the atmosphere shift in the hall. 

"By the way, my memory goes back to when I was seventeen every morning—so, the 
knowledge and common sense | possess are essentially frozen at the point when | was 


seventeen, about eight years ago," she said. 


This revelation caused a stir in the hall—l myself couldn't help uttering, "Eh?", only just 
managed to remain seated. 


No wonder. Because | had always thought that where Ms. Kyoko's memory stopped was what 
you might call a "corporate secret." | had never even heard rumors about this. Without a doubt, 


it was news to everyone present. That it was openly clarified was naturally shocking. 


Seventeen years old. 


Was it then—at that age—that something happened to her—or to her brain? 

A concrete event—or perhaps an abstract one. 

...Although that being said, what Kyouko is saying now may not necessarily be the truth. Far 
from it, there's no guarantee that she climbed onto the stage having sworn to speak only the 
truth—it seems, from what I've been hearing, that Ms. Kyoko considers lip service to be part of 


the lecture too, not just accepting it but rather embracing it. 


In fact, it may be that her memory only goes back to when she was twenty, or maybe 
twenty-three, or even eighteen—it might even be three. 


In general, it may not make much difference how far back her memory goes, because after all... 
"But just because my memory resets to when I was seventeen doesn't mean | wake up feeling 
fresh as a seventeen-year-old every morning—if only | could stay young forever. But | can 
certainly feel the void of those eight years since | was twenty-five." 

There must be many types of amnesia, but Ms. Kyoko's "forgetfulness" seems to be the kind 
where you are unable to remember new things—or again, that might just be something she said 
off the cuff. 

"An eight-year void. If it were a gap of three hundred years like Urashima Taro, | certainly 
wouldn't be able to remain unfazed, but with a gap of this magnitude, there's no impediment. In 


a way, there's even no thrill." 


Indeed, phrased that way, it does come off as less significant—yet | can't shake off the feeling 
that I'd been cleverly hoodwinked. 


Compared to Urashima Taro's three hundred years, eight years might not seem like much, but 
it's still a considerable length of time. Moreover, this period is only getting longer with each 


passing day. 


Of course, with medical advancements, there might come a day when a cure is found—yet 
being left behind by progress is the fate of the Forgetful Detective. 


Being left behind could be said to be her very essence. 
"I won't be left behind," 
Ms. Kyoko repeated. 


She repeated it with a brash and lively smile. 


"Of course, this figure of eight years is extremely ambiguous and delicate—too delicate that it's 
almost careless and arbitrary. Just as when you try to recall your own memories from when you 
were seventeen and find them fuzzy or idealized, my "yesterday" memories also have their 
vague aspects. They're riddled with holes, brimming with spots that can only be filled in by 
imagination. It's natural since there's a distance of a void. For me, who only has today, 
yesterday becomes increasingly distant." 


Without the overwriting of memories, maybe the far "yesterday" can be viewed unobstructed, 
but the fact that it also grows more distant each day is just as true—regardless of whether or not 
it's genuine, | was thoroughly captivated by this story | was hearing for the first time. 


Whether it is a lie or the truth doesn't matter at this moment. 


"The evolution of what was supposed to be a telephone, the smartphone, is truly remarkable, 
and now self-driving cars can drive themselves, as their name suggests. Music can be played 
by computers without the use of instruments, even the vocals—according to the newspaper | 
read this morning, we can now even observe gravitational waves. Indeed, it's dizzying. It's quite 
the glare. But still, it's not as if | can't keep up. That's because all these ‘futures' were clearly 
predicted in the 'past,"" 


said Ms. Kyoko. 


"As Dr. Einstein had predicted the existence of gravitational waves a hundred years ago, the 
prevalence of mobile phones, the self-driven cars, the music played by machines all were 
depicted in the worldviews of science fiction novels and have not deviated from them. One 
might find the world has changed a lot in these years, but, all these are inevitable 
consequences, extensions from the past—thus, it is possible to cope because the world exists 
on an extension of the past." 


Perhaps thinking that alone would be hard for us "modern people" to accept, Ms. Kyoko 
provided some easily understandable examples: she mentioned that ancient cave writings 
lamented "the recent youth are not what they used to be," just as they do now, that the concept 
of collective intelligence was already proposed by Plato, and that there were human rights 
advocates who opposed slavery even when it was the norm. 


She was thorough for sure. 

The lady who says she won't be left behind doesn't leave her audience behind either. 
"History repeats itself. Be it eight years or three hundred, if we think in terms of tens of 
thousands of years, the things humans do are largely the same—and crime is no exception. 


That's why there's room for an outdated forgetful detective to make a mark. Like a certain 
novelist once said, 'Anything humans can imagine is possible in the real world'—this line is 


supposed to speak to the infinite possibilities and variety of the world, but you could also 
interpret in a more cynical way. That is, 'Human imagination is just that limited,” 


Ms. Kyoko chuckled ever so lightly, and a warm atmosphere filled the venue. But giving it some 
thought, this actually was the forgetful detective's very spicy criticism of "modern people," also a 
very pointed satire. 

Hits the nail right on its head. 

| could picture it in my mind. Ms. Kyoko, waking up in the morning, aware of the blank spaces in 
her memory, touching upon the knowledge of the "present" and "future," and being disappointed 
by the sheer "unchangedness" of it all. 

Is humanity still at this stage? 


Is the world confined within the limits of imagination? 


With such god-like disappointment, the forgetful detective faces the day—that is, indeed, the 
poverty of imagination. 


This is proof that |, as a person, am not suited to be a detective. 


In reality, Ms. Kyoko is enthusiastic about the functionalities of smartphones and admires the 
advancement of human rights—it probably depends on her mood for the day, but fundamentally, 
this is likely just an extreme stance for the sake of the lecture. 


It's entertainment speech. 


Of course, the belief that people do not change is also true. Otherwise, the detective business 
would not be sustainable. 


No matter how much technology advances or how the times may change, when she comes to 
believe that humans will always be humans, she must also come to believe that she can live as 
a detective today. 


That Kyoko Okitegami is a detective. 


"The motives and methods of crime haven't changed very much—howdunits and whydunits still 
work perfectly with old-fashioned techniques, just like classic masterpieces never go out of style. 
It has long been said that the tricks of mysteries have all been revealed, but it's not that they've 
been exhausted; rather, it seems more accurate to me that they've been patterned into beautiful, 
standard strategies—after all, every crime is, in the end, a human endeavor." 


Everyone is some sort of case example; everyone is a type. 


A type, and an accumulation. 


It may be an unpopular theory in a society that values the illusion of individuality, but perhaps 
even such a society is nothing more than a stereotype repeated. 


Diversity as banality. 


Everybody asks themselves, "Why does this only happen to me?" as they become a victim or 
perpetrator of a crime—but that is a dreadfully common event. It is a mundane incident. 


Looking back on things with the benefit of hindsight, we can casually attribute such happenings 
as nothing but "so typical"; merely a statistical example—a tragedy as sample. 


You might feel that juvenile crime is on the rise year by year, but in reality, it is on a steady 
decline—a similar story, perhaps. 


"Maybe one day, all of you will experience a memory loss condition similar to mine. As long as 
the uncommon pattern that is me is present and occurring, you can't say that it won't happen. 
You might think 'no way,’ but for me it's a 'so typical.’ So, let me give you some advice out of an 
old woman's concern, on how to approach unknown technologies and unknown 
knowledge—please take this as a reference in case you need it. That is, if you can remember 
this advice..." 


With that preamble, Ms. Kyoko went on. It was advice you might find helpful even without 
memory loss. 


"In the face of unknown or unexplored territory, people tend to panic a littte—because we dislike 
changes out of the ordinary. Fear and caution overrule curiosity, casting novelty and innovation 
as danger signals that disrupt peace and stability. A situation where 'anything can happen' is 
more likely to invoke trepidation than excitement—so think of it this way. Don't view the 
unknown as the future; convince yourself it's something of the past—that's how | began my day 
today." 


To perceive the unknown not as the future but as the past. 


If one bases their hypothesis on the patternization of humanity and society, indeed, theoretically, 
the future and the past are the same—the February of next year, this year, and last year are all 
February nonetheless. 


"If you approach the unknown as if you were a historian, you should be able to reset your 
feelings—not your memory, but your feelings. If you treat a smartphone not as a futuristic 
gadget but as lost technology or an out-of-place artifact, frankly, it becomes a piece of cake to 


use. After all, any superior technology from the perspective of today is already a thing of the 
past, so it's not such a far-fetched idea." 


| agree that when you find yourself in a panic, thinking "this has happened before" is possibly 
the most calming thing to do. 


If said stylishly, it might be "No biggie, it's just the usual"—cooling the nerves with that thought, 
while not necessarily resolving the situation, should at least allow for handling your immediate 
concerns. 

If we take the unknown to resemble the known, then fear disappears. 

However, so does our reverence. 

More is lost than memories. 

It could be said that this is a negativity that kills curiosity—a detective's unique how-to. Perhaps 
it's evidence that Ms. Kyoko isn’t the type of great detective who is driven by a desire to solve 


"engaging mysteries"—or rather than evidence, a firm foundation. 


Perhaps it is because she performs a ritual to control her curiosity towards the unknown every 
morning, like clockwork, that she can be the "Forgetful Detective." 


Ms. Kyoko adjusts every morning—both her memory and time. 

It’s both a reset and a set. 

Thinking about it, when Ms. Kyoko falls asleep during irregular times like in the middle of an 
investigation (or intentionally falls asleep), there seems to be a somewhat risky tendency in her 
behavior—perhaps because she hasn't gone through such initiation. 

Even then, in her precarious state, she exhibits a reasoning power worthy of wide-eyed wonder. 
It might be that without controlling her curiosity, or perhaps precisely because she doesn't, she 
is well-suited to be a detective. 

Truly her calling. 


| think so, including her duty of confidentiality. 


At first (needless to say, my "first"), | couldn't imagine her that way, but now, | can't even picture 
a Ms. Kyoko who isn't a detective. 


"Being a detective is my calling,” she said. 


Once again, as if she had seen right through my thoughts—of course, she’s probably just 
advancing the conversation to match the general sentiment of the audience. 


"Even so, | don’t think | can keep walking this tightrope forever—as much as my memory may 
reset, my body ages. | mentioned earlier about an old woman's concern, and eventually, this 
fully white hair will become fitting, as if tailor-made," Ms. Kyoko says, and gestures as if lifting 
her white hair—it suits her already, though. 


"Since intellectual work is a form of physical labor, | cannot imagine maintaining this speed of 
thought forever—if | can no longer be the fastest detective, then the Forgetful Detective cannot 
exist. Just as any athlete eventually retires. Furthermore, considering my condition, ultimately, | 
am likely to end up under the care of welfare services. That's why | want to contribute as much 
as | can to society while | can still perform at my best. To make the world a better place, | would 
like to cooperate through my detective work, as modest as it may be." 


That's kind of a nice thing to say. 


It's uncertain what percentage of the dilettantes packed in this venue knows about the 
seemingly serene, demure, and smiling Ms. Kyoko's preoccupation with money, or rather, her 
meticulous nature with finances (which is fairly well-known)—but perhaps she harbors such 
special feelings too. 


Behind the desire to work, an intention to contribute to society. 


| had assumed that she had accepted this guerilla-style lecture because of the exceptional 
speaking fee offered by the organizers, but my impression changes completely if there's also a 
moral motivation, however slight it might be. 


Certainly, when considering the nature of the detective profession, there should be nothing 
conspicuously good about it—a detective is meant to lurk, and standing in the spotlight in such a 
manner is fundamentally all harm and no good. 


However, if there is a single good reason for taking the stage, it could be that for Ms. Kyoko, 
who has her memory reset daily and her connection to society severed, this is her own form of 
community service. 


"For me, who has no tomorrow, you could say it's a modest investment in the future—of course, 
detective work is not charity, nor is it pure altruism. If there are those who regard me as some 
heroic figure like the detectives in mystery novels, | would very much like to correct that 
misunderstanding today. | am a reasoning machine that operates on calculation and 
planning—a rather outdated one with no memory function. | would like to express my heartfelt 
gratitude to all of you who have come to hear this old-fashioned calculator speak, even if it's just 
this one time, in this place. Thank you." 


With that, Ms. Kyoko deeply bowed her white head again—a thunderous applause erupted from 
the entire venue. 


| clapped my hands loudly in agreement, impressed by her apt description as an "old-fashioned 
calculator." While her speech was humble, it was by no means self-deprecating. And above all, 
it was intimately connected to life. And perhaps it also well represented Ms. Kyoko's attitude 
toward money—an aspect inherent in calculations, though | couldn't tell if she had meant to 
mention it deliberately. 


Anyway, with that, the first half of Kyoko Okitegami's lecture came to an end, and we moved on 
to the second half: the question and answer session. It's a rare opportunity to pose "questions" 
to a renowned detective, something that wouldn't happen unless one were involved in a case, 
but perhaps because of that, everyone seemed hesitant, looking at each other and reluctant to 
raise their hands. 

What's the point of the audience restraining each other? 

Just when the atmosphere was so lively, it would be a shame to let it die down, so | decided to 
take the plunge and raise my hand—l'm on the taller side (or to be more honest, "unusually 
tall"), so when | raise my hand, I'm easily spotted. 


"Yes, the person with the cool hairstyle there." 


It was the first time Ms. Kyoko had complimented my hair—well, there wouldn't be such an 
opportunity in the midst of a case. That alone made attending today's lecture worthwhile. 


But now that I've been singled out, what should | ask? 
This kind of "first meeting" is new to me, so I'd like to ask something | can only ask today. 
"Um... Ms. Kyoko, how do you coordinate your clothing every day?" 


| knew it was just a pleasantry, but | was drawn in by the compliment on my hair and ended up 
asking such a light-hearted question—I might be taken for a fan. 


Yet, the real mystery is how her sense of fashion doesn't become outdated, given that her 
memory resets every day. 


The rumor that she has never worn the same outfit twice is surely an exaggeration, but—at the 
very least, today's outfit and makeup are not eight years old. They could be called cutting-edge. 


Luckily, my fan-like question seemed to fit in with the convivial atmosphere of the venue, and 
just as things were starting to settle down after a peak, the room buzzed with excitement 
again—though it posed the question of what to do with such a response. 


"That's a good question," 

Ms. Kyoko nodded, slipped off her Inverness coat-style jacket, and twirled on the spot. 

Then, like a model walking a runway, she moved across the stage from right to left, left to 
right—l thought it was a bit too much service, but just as | was flattered by the compliment on 
my hairstyle, perhaps she was unexpectedly pleased to be asked about fashion. 

If she was pleased, then I'm pleased too. 

Returning to the microphone, Ms. Kyoko began to speak, 

"I'd like to say that my fashion sense is innate," 

she started. 

"But to reveal the secret, it's quite simple. My memory gets reset, but the contents of my closet 
do not. By purchasing more than one outfit a day, constantly updating my closet, my sense of 
style never grows old. The rest is just a matter of searching for the ‘latest fashion trends." 


After capturing a laugh with that answer, 


"With that, a plethora of images of me will appear, so | just have to avoid wearing anything that 
I've already been seen in, and I'm golden," 


She quipped with a wink directed at me, a double punchline that played coy. 


Facing her as one of the audience rather than as a client felt strangely more intimate despite the 
distance, complex as it was, but anyway, having fulfilled my role as the first to lance, | decided, 


"Thank you very much," 

and sat down. 

Well, it was a smooth and easily acceptable answer, but there were still many points that 
couldn't be explained by that alone, so it seems the truth behind the amnesiac detective's 


fashion sense should still be considered shrouded in mystery... 


In any event, my raised hand seemed to have broken the dam, and hands began to go up here 
and there. 


"Yes, the person with the cool hairstyle there," 


It appeared to be a running joke, as Ms. Kyoko used the same expression to call on the next 
questioner as she did with me—I had been used as a setup. 


Ignoring my own embarrassment at being so easily flattered, the next person with the cool 
hairstyle asked, 


"Completely forgetting about the cases you've solved does seem ideal for a detective who 
values confidentiality, but aren't you ever resented or blamed by those who you've outed as the 


real culprits and whose crimes you've exposed?" 


It was a serious question, which made me feel even more embarrassed as a fellow stylish hair 
questioner. 


"That's a good question," 

she seemed to say every time. 

Perhaps it was her approach to treat all fans with equal fairness. 

"Of course, that's a risk that's considered. My memory resets every time | sleep, so | have no 
way of predicting how or by whom | might be resented—but isn't that the same for everyone? If 
there's anyone here who can completely grasp who resents them, hates them, dislikes them—or 
who they annoy—l'd ask you to raise your hand." 

Naturally, no one raised their hand here. 

Of course, they wouldn't. 

If one knew that, perhaps there wouldn't be any incidents in society to begin with. 

"I'm prepared to be resented from the moment | get involved in criminal matters, despite not 
being part of law enforcement—although it may not necessarily be resentment. However, that 
doesn't mean I'm so noble as to stand defenselessly and meekly accept revenge. | do take at 
least the minimum precautions for self-defense. As those of you who know may be aware, my 
Okitegami Detective Agency is situated in a fortress-like building, and it seems we employ a 


reliable security guard as well." 


| knew about the security of the Okitegami Building, but | was unaware they had hired a security 
guard. 


Perhaps something akin to a bodyguard. 


If so, it's possible that this bodyguard is covertly present in this venue. It's also possible that I, 
who have been acting suspiciously, have already been marked. Thinking this only made me act 
even more suspicious. 


"Well, being resented by people is certainly not a pleasant feeling, so the ability to forget such 
threats is what | would count more as a merit," 


she said, half-jokingly. The forgetful detective who can question the people involved without fear 
of being disliked or resented, therefore, works quickly, so considering this as a positive rather 
than a negative isn't necessarily wrong—in a somewhat ephemeral way of thinking, but it's also 
a truth. 


Whether or not the questioner was satisfied, | couldn't tell, but... 

"Thank you very much," 

she said, and sat down—immediately, as if spurred on, a flurry of hands went up. Among them, 
it seemed there were some eager beavers raising both hands—as if predicting that it's hard to 
know what someone like that might ask, Ms. Kyoko modestly pointed to a lady with children who 
had her hand up just a bit. 


"Yes, the person with the cool hairstyle there," 


The now expected way of calling on someone was well-received—as if, perhaps to get a laugh 
here, she deliberately chose a woman whose hairstyle was more pretty than cool. 


"Ms. Kyoko, you've said that your memory doesn't accumulate since you were seventeen, but 
do you ever ask about the eight-year gap from acquaintances you knew before then?" 


"That's a good question," 
Ms. Kyoko replied, immediately even for a question that quite intruded upon her privacy. 
Perhaps she was being considerate of the questioner. 


"Before | answer that question... It seems there may be some misunderstanding due to my 
ambiguous way of speaking, so let me clarify here. The start of my memory gap did indeed 
begin around the age of seventeen, eight years ago, but it wasn't until not so long ago that my 
memory stopped accumulating—f I'm to be precise, it seems I've gradually become amnesic. 
Whether it was due to an accident, an encounter with an incident, or falling ill with some 
condition, my memory tape rewound back to when | was seventeen—and since then, it's begun 
resetting," 


She explained, a bit complexly. 


It's possible she's deliberately speaking in a convoluted way—vaguely mentioning "a few years 
ago" as if it's not just a matter of privacy, but maybe it's in the realm of "trade secrets." 


A realm of mystery that must never be disclosed. 
Not unknown, but unremembered. 


"So, the ‘me’ at the age of seventeen and the ‘me’ now are not continuous entities. It might be 
possible to contact those who knew me then, but it doesn't seem very meaningful—I have no 
intention of using the limited time of a day for a 'search for myself." 


Her assertive attitude would likely be considered stylish for a detective—that's why it also feels 
somewhat forcibly concluded. 


As if dodged or obscured in smoke. 


Even if her memory loss occurred in stages, and even if Ms. Kyoko doesn't reach out herself, 
one would think that friends from that time, or perhaps family, might have reached out... 


"I'm too busy with social contributions to do that. However, it doesn't mean I'm completely 
disconnected from my past, apparently. | heard a rumor backstage just before that a former high 
school classmate of mine is in a rather high position at the National Police Agency—supposedly, 
that's why the Okitegami Detective Agency is favored by the police... If that rumor is true, | 
would like to express my gratitude, but unfortunately, it seems | don't have the time to confirm its 
veracity," 


Ms. Kyoko concluded, glancing at the clock in the venue. 


The scheduled time for the end of the lecture had already passed—it seemed that Kyoko, being 
the fastest detective around, would like to wrap things up soon, but since it was a Q&A session, 
she couldn't just forcefully end it. "So, let's take two more questions. Is there anyone here with a 
cool hairstyle? If you think your own hairstyle is pretty good, please don't hesitate to ask," she 
invited more questions to come in. 


"If you woke up tomorrow and your memory hadn't been reset, is there anything you would like 
to do?" 


The next questioner was a college-aged boy with a stylish haircut, but his question seemed to 
lack a bit of sensitivity. lt was probably not meant in a bad way, but it was somewhat akin to 
asking a person who couldn't walk, "What would you do if you could suddenly run at full speed?" 


However, Kyoko responded without change in her demeanor, "That's a good question," and then 
she answered, 


"What | would like to do is to sleep in." 


"| think it's the same every morning, but as soon as | wake up, there are just so many things to 
do—recognizing myself, learning about the era, accepting work. | am swamped. It's as if | am 
involuntarily engaged in morning activities. When | think about doing this every day, | get a little 
fed up. So, if tomorrow morning | wake up and my memory has not been reset, | will probably 
indulge in sleeping in." 


She managed to deflect a potentially awkward question with humor by shifting the focus, yet if 
one were to read deeper into her answer, it was also a thought-provoking response. 


To put it another way, it meant that the "Forgetful Detective" wasn't allowed the luxury of 
oversleeping, not to mention napping, taking a short rest, or afternoon siestas—phrases like 
"spring sleep, unaware of dawn" were completely alien to Kyoko. 


While the reactions to Kyoko's words could vary from person to person, it was a relief that this 
did not turn out to be the last question. Although it avoided creating an odd atmosphere, it would 
have undoubtedly been a lackluster way to end. 


"Now, for the last question, please—the person with the very best hairstyle." 


The one designated as having the "very best hairstyle" was a woman with long hair. From where 
| was sitting, | could only see her from behind, but her hair was truly beautiful. Not intended as 
flattery or mere politeness, she did have a stunning shade of pure black—as if she had never 
dyed her hair even once in her life. 


"It may be an ill-mannered question," 


she started somewhat precariously, which made me brace reflexively (although it would have 
been pointless for me to do so unless there were bodyguards lurking, which there weren't), but 
the question the last questioner continued with was this: 


"| tend to fall for the same type of men and often make the same mistakes. Is this what you 
would call getting ‘patterned,’ as you mentioned, Ms. Kyoko? Or is it that | keep falling for similar 
men because | forget the incidents that happened before?" 


It was less of a question for the "Forgetful Detective" and more like life counseling—realizing 
this, the woman herself then redirected her question, 


"What kind of men do you fall for, Ms. Kyoko? Even if you forget that you liked someone, will 
you like the same person again the next day—or with each reset of your memory, do you find 
yourself liking a different person?" 


She aggressively steered back to a question about Kyoko herself. 


| couldn't tell from her back, but judging by her voice, the female questioner seemed to be about 
the same age as me—in other words, she was a contemporary of Ms. Kyoko. 


Well, the way she broached the topic was a bit intimidating, and things got slightly muddled at 
the beginning, but ultimately, it turned out to be a fitting question to end on. 


The love life of the forgetful detective. 
It would be a lie to say | wasn't curious. 


Had a man asked, it might have seemed sly, but coming from a woman, it felt natural—what 
would Ms. Kyoko answer, | wondered. 


Considering the flow of the day, | doubted she would give a serious answer, yet | couldn't help 
but be intrigued by how Ms. Kyoko would dodge the question—surely most of the audience felt 
the same. 

"That's a naughty question," 


Ms. Kyoko said, spreading her hands with a look of feigned shock. 


Whether she said so because she truly thought it, or whether she had always planned to throw 
such a curveball as the last question, | couldn't tell. 


"Your love story isn't my place to speak of, and there's no need for me to recount 
mine—whether | tend to fall for the same kind of person or find myself liking someone different 
every day, | simply can't remember. It seems certain that | am single, though—so, let me answer 
your question with a general theory." 

Is it a general theory from eight years ago? 

Or one learned today? 

Or is it a general theory that humans have repeated over and over since time began? 

"Whether you keep finding yourself following a pattern or continue to like similar people without 
learning from past mistakes—whether | end up liking the same kind of person with every reset 
of memory or find a different person to like, it doesn't really matter either way because," 


Declared the forgetful detective, 


With a smile that was almost defiant. 


"Men are all the same, anyway." 


Ch 1: Yakusuke Kakushidate, Interviewing 


It's been about a month since | attended Ms. Kyoko's lecture, and here | am, still the 
embodiment of unemployment in the midst of a job search. It's quite pathetic, especially after 
witnessing the all-around performance of a famed detective. 


Intellect aside, | wished | were a jack-of-all-trades. 


To be fair, and to defend what little honor | have (not that | have any, but let's put that aside), | 
haven't been unemployed the whole month. There has been some movement on my part. 


Not long after the lecture, | was hired as a clerk at a certain credit union—and then, with much 
gusto upon being hired, | was promptly and breathlessly fired. 


And that brings us to the present. 


The reason for my dismissal was, as usual, the familiar scenario of a false charge of which | had 
no recollection—there's nothing else | can say about it. Yes, | had an ominous feeling from the 
start about working at a place that handles money, like a credit union, but it's not like | had the 
luxury of choosing my profession. | should have been grateful for the employment, and indeed, | 
truly was, but whether it was fate or just bad luck, the suspicion of embezzlement fell upon me 
while still training. 


Fortunately, or rather, luckily in an unlucky situation, | knew how to handle this. Too well, in fact. 
"Ah, it's just the usual," | thought. As the innocent hero that | am, | declared to my 
superior—who was berating me in a lost temper—: "Please let me call a detective," and from the 
detective list registered on my mobile phone, | called an appropriate "detective." 


It wasn't Ms. Kyoko. 


The case was clearly not something that could be resolved in one day, and it didn't seem 
appropriate to call her—a self-proclaimed "slave to money" felt highly inappropriate in a place 
like a credit union, where money abounds. So | requested the services of a detective known as 
the "Loan Detective," Mr. Muto, who specializes in bank-related cases. 


He's an excellent detective, and hence, expensive. 
Roughly triple the rate of Ms. Kyoko, but when it comes to being charged with embezzlement, | 


wanted to shed the dishonorable false accusation as quickly as possible—it was a matter of 
necessity. 


To cut a long story short, the Loan Detective did clear my name, as his high fee promised. 
However, the real perpetrator turned out to be an idol-like employee at the workplace, which 
doubled my discomfort (rather than when | was suspected, the backlash against me 
intensified—as you know, human emotions are not simple), and in the end, | was compelled to 
resign on my own accord. 

As a matter of personal life plan. 

The severance pay, essentially hush money, flowed straight from one hand to the other to the 
Loan Detective, so my umpteenth "work experience" ended up breaking even—one might say, 
as befits a Loan Detective. 


What goes in, must come out. A beautifully balanced balance sheet. 


So, to sum up the past month, "I tried to work day in and day out for a while, but the result was 
essentially the same as if | had been sleeping at home"—it's frustrating, to say the least. 


Strictly speaking, it's not even. 

This month, | still had to live, and living, naturally, generates living expenses. 

| was in a deficit. 

Merely being alive placed me in the red—what kind of life is this? 

It almost seems more efficient to be dead. 

Who could bear such a lopsided balance sheet? 

No point in being pessimistic, but when there's no income in sight, watching your savings 
dwindle can take a great toll on one's spirit—it was precisely in such a depressive state that | 
agreed to the "interview" request that dropped into my lap. 
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Even if | had forgotten by now, considering Ms. Kyoko's remarkable achievements as the 
Forgetful Detective, it's no surprise that she would be approached for a lecture (though | was 
surprised). 


But since I'm not a famous detective, nor have | made any remarkable achievements—'m just 
an ordinary person, in fact—it was a bewildering event to receive a request for an interview. | 


wondered if they had mistaken me for someone else, but | couldn't imagine another towering 
man over one hundred and ninety centimeters tall with the name Yakusuke Kakushidate. 


Perhaps, | thought skeptically, a reporter had sniffed out my status as a "regular" of the Forgetful 
Detective and decided to conduct an interview subtly about her. But that wasn't the case (no 
matter how many times | checked), the interview was decidedly focused on me personally. 


The idea of conducting an interview centered on me was baffling and confusing, but upon 
further inquiry, the intention behind the interview quickly made sense—it was not too far off to 
think it had something to do with my being Ms. Kyoko's regular customer. 


Strictly speaking, the interview request was for Yakusuke Kakushidate as a "regular" of both the 
Forgetful Detective and all other famous detectives. 


Or rather, they wanted to interview Yakusuke Kakushidate not as a "regular" "client," but as a 


"regular" "victim of false accusations." 
The falsely-accused hero, Yakusuke Kakushidate. 


Aha, | see—so their plan was to amusingly piece together the life of poor good ol' Yakusuke, 
who had repeatedly been saddled with crimes he had no memory of committing. | tried to view 
this as a practical joke rather than something normal, but upon further discussion, it turned out 
that the article would be featured in an up-and-coming online news magazine, with a theme as 
surprisingly orthodox and intimidatingly social as "Why do false accusations occur, and how can 
they be prevented?" 


Even the name of the magazine was "Steady Pace"—a name that suggested not a hint of 
humor. 


Not funny at all. 


However, to be honest, there were two reasons why it was difficult to decline this invitation 
outright. One was that the request for the interview had been facilitated by my friend, Mr. Kondo. 
The other was, as mentioned before, that my finances were in the red for the past month. If 
cooperating with the interview meant receiving a gratuity, then there was no offer I'd welcome 
more. 


Without exaggeration but in all seriousness, | was on the brink of life or death. My very survival 
was in question. 


Naturally, having just lost my job, | also felt the need to talk to someone. 


And, if | dare say, the word "social contribution" that Ms. Kyoko mentioned in her lecture was 
stuck in my head—even if it was no longer in hers, | thought that perhaps even a trivial man like 


me sharing his hopeless experiences might make the world a little better, it might be someone's 
salvation. 


| don't have the ethical sense to speak of social justice, but perhaps it's good to be useful to 
others once in a while. 


Even if | lack Ms. Kyoko's fashion sense, if there's meaning in making my false accusation attire 
known to the world, then so be it. 


And so, on the condition of anonymity, | decided to accept the interview from "Steady 
Pace"—without thinking too deeply about what it might lead to. 


Really, | shouldn't be doing things that are so unlike me. 


"Nice to meet you. I'm Toshiko Kakoi." 


On the day of the interview, | was greeted so and felt a sense of déjà vu—I had the feeling | had 
met the journalist who appeared on time at the café we had agreed upon before. 


She wasn't a forgetful detective, so if she says "Nice to meet you," it must surely be the first time 
we've met—huh, Forgetful Detective? 


That's when it clicked. 
Yes, | had met this person—Ms. Kakoi—at Ms. Kyoko's lecture. 
Well, not quite. | had only seen her from behind. 


Just seen her hair from the back. 


She'd been the final participant to pose a question during the latter half of the lecture, and while 
her face remained hidden from view, that long black hair was impressively memorable. 


The best hairstyle—it sure was. 

Of course, | couldn't be certain. 

All I'd had was a fleeting glimpse from behind, and a month had passed since then. Plus, her 
appearance was totally different today—back then, she'd been in casual fashion, but today she 


was dressed sharply, very much the journalist. 


However, 


"I'm still quite young and may be lacking in some areas, but I'd be grateful if you would extend 
your patience towards me, Mr. Kakushidate." 


Her speech was clear and well-enunciated, and her voice seemed to correspond to that of the 
questioner from that event—nevertheless. 


"Nice to meet you. | look forward to working with you as well." 
| responded like that. 


There seemed to be no point in saying, "No, we've met before, remember? It was me, that time, 
that place." It might not make the conversation go any smoother—in fact, it might just creep her 
out. | wasn't certain, and we hadn't even spoken then, so if she doesn't remember, it's best to go 
along with the "first meeting" story. 


However, if Ms. Kakoi was indeed the questioner from that time, did that mean she had 
attended the lecture as a journalist? 


It crossed my mind that maybe her true intention as a journalist was to get to Ms. Kyoko through 
me, a regular client of the Forgetful Detective—such a suspicion reared its head again, but | 
figured it probably wasn't the case. 


Even if she had dressed to suit the atmosphere of the venue, if she had attended Ms. Kyoko's 
lecture for work, she would have likely asked more probing questions relevant to the Forgetful 
Detective—I'm not one to talk, having asked about fashion like a starstruck fan, but it's hard to 
believe that Ms. Kakoi, who had even brought up her own love life for advice, was there for 
work. 


That must have been her private time. 

Private, in privacy. 

So it would be better not to touch upon that subject—I didn't want to needlessly disturb the 
determination of Ms. Kakoi, who was about to conduct an interview on a serious theme with a 
stern expression. 

If she knew that | had heard her ask for love life advice, and specifically about a history of failed 
relationships, | couldn't imagine her not being shaken and continuing the subsequent work with 
an unchanged demeanor. 


As the interviewee, | ought to play my appointed role. 


"Something the matter?" 


"Oh, no, I'm just feeling a bit nervous. You see, | don't often get the chance to be interviewed 
like this." 


While ordering drinks, | tried to distract Toshiko Kakoi, who was tilting her head inquisitively. 
Whether she swallowed that answer or not, | couldn't tell, but she proceeded to say "Well, | must 
say, I'm a little tense myself," as she briskly prepared for the interview, placing an IC recorder on 
the table and opening up her laptop. 


She had the air of a capable woman. 


In the past, one might have called her a "handsome woman"—though that archaic phrase is 
probably not even used by Kyoko Okitegami, whose memories do not accumulate. 


While Okitegami and she are different types, | find her work ethic admirable. 

| said it was a rare occurrence, but I've had my share of experiences, so being interviewed isn't 
new to me. However, given the nature of the questions, these interviews seldom end on a high 
note—so my nervousness isn't a lie—but it seems | needn't worry about that today. 


As long as | don't say anything unnecessary... 


"Mr. Kakushidate, it's been said that you've been involved in numerous wrongful accusation 
cases. Could you first share your thoughts on that matter?" 


As our drinks arrived, Kakoi dove right in—with two IC recorders on the table, one for recording 
her own voice and one for mine, perhaps for ease of transcription later. Her meticulousness is 
reminiscent of Okitegami. 

On her laptop, she seemed intent on jotting down key points like a stenographer, eager not to 
miss a single word. Her determination was intimidating, and | found myself feeling more cowed 


than nervous. 


I'm afraid there's not much of importance | can speak of—sure, | may have accumulated some 
extraordinary experiences, but that doesn't mean I've learned anything from them. 


Each time, I've been flustered. 
I've been in a frenzy, biting bubbles. 


Without learning or growing wiser, | just repeat the same patterns... Oh, perhaps that's what | 
should discuss? 


Patterns. 


"There are roughly three patterns to the wrongful accusations I've experienced. The first 
involves being suspected without reason or evidence, purely based on prejudice or 
preconceived notions. The second is where the evidence or circumstances point to me as the 
only possible culprit. The third is where the real perpetrator tries to pin the crime on me—while it 
may seem that the second and third types, where one is 'understandably suspected or ‘framed,’ 
would be more common, in reality, most of my cases have followed the first pattern." 


"So, you mean being suspected without cause?" 


Responding to Kakoi's brisk follow-up, | nod and say, "Yes, that's right," thinking how much this 
categorization sounds like a scene from Okitegami's mystery-solving. 


It seems | may have learned something after all. 


Not that | had calculated that using such classifications would make my point clearer to 
someone who might be a fan of Okitegami. 


"Therefore, when asked what | think about it, ‘I'm utterly baffled’ is my honest response—I have 
no clue why everyone suspects me. It's completely nonsensical to me, which only adds to my 
confusion and disorientation, causing such suspicious behavior that, in turn, amplifies the 
doubt." 


| recall the time | was suspected of embezzlement at the credit union—with no evidence against 
me, | was the one under suspicion while the real perpetrator, who was somewhat of an idol at 


the bank, was believed without any solid basis or even the need to confirm an alibi. 


It was after the truth had been uncovered by the Loan Detective, Mr. Muto, that people persisted 
with stubborn conviction in the belief that "there's no way that person could do such a thing". 


“It's just that, when such things are repeated, they become the 'norm'—however, it's an ironic 
reversal to be so adept at clearing doubts, isn't it?” 


Hiring a detective to escape baseless suspicions may seem like an excellent defensive strategy, 
but if in the end, the balance sheet is barely breaking even—or, more accurately, in the red—it 
can hardly be said to have much meaning. 


At least, it's not productive. 


After all, almost every time, it ends with getting fired—the strategy that should be struck is, by 
nature, "to ensure that suspicions are not cast in the first place." 


“Isn't it as they say, ‘abstain from all appearance of evil?” Ms. Kakoi asked. 


“It sounds like victim blaming,” she noted. 


“No, when I'm feeling vulnerable, | might think that way, but fundamentally, | don't believe I'm at 
fault—because of that, it feels even harder.” 


Not admitting guilt is seen as a lack of remorse—apologizing equates to lying. Yet, there are no 
sins for me to acknowledge, no lies for me to correct. When | am suspected, there is no "I 
shouldn't have done that" for me to regret. 


There's no cause. Therefore, it's an unidentified cause. 


At most, | can only curse the unreasonable fate, but since human actions are involved, | can't 
simply blame God. Even God would say, "It's not my fault." 


“If anything, the fact that 'I was unreasonably suspected in the past' seems to invite further 
suspicion,” | mused. 


“Suspected because you were suspected...” Ms. Kakoi's intelligent face twisted skeptically—it 
must have seemed too hopeless to her. 


Well, | think so too. It's hopeless. 

But that is also reality. 

In life, there are times when you will be suspected just for appearing evil, without even having 
any wicked thoughts—and when that repeats, it becomes the norm. You feel nothing. If you can 
think of it as "business as usual," that's still better. 

It's a pattern. 

One might conclude that it would be better not to get involved in certain kinds of situations, but if 
you know no other way, you have no choice but to proceed along—finding a different pattern is 
not something that's easily done. 


Hard not to follow the down-trodden path. 


“It's like having a record makes you more likely to be on the list of suspects, even if you don't 
have one,” | said. 


More of a monologue than a sign of agreement. 


Perhaps it was a statement, not as an interviewer, but as a journalist. 


“Having a criminal record and facing social sanctions makes it harder to find a respectable job 
later, leading to a vicious cycle of reoffending,” she observed. 


“lts similar to the situation where victims of fraud are more likely to be targeted by swindlers 
because they've been tricked before,” | added. 


| myself have never been a victim of fraud (though | have been suspected of being a fraudster), 
but hearing the stories of those who have been repeatedly deceived, you have to wonder, "I 
understand being fooled the first time, but why couldn't they prevent the second or third?" 


One might even be tempted to think, "Isn't it their own fault for being deceived to such an 
extent?"—but in most cases, it's not particularly the victim's fault, nor is it that the perpetrator is 
especially skilled. 


Surely it's just that the victim, or perhaps the perpetrator, is stuck in such a pattern. 


"It's not that what happens twice will happen thrice—rather, because it happened twice, one 
should interpret that there must be a ‘third time's the charm’ following it." 


"The chain of a victim remaining a victim is one thing, of course, but the chain of a victim 
becoming a perpetrator is something we often want to turn our eyes away from—yet, in many 
cases, it tends to happen," she said. 


To which | nodded in agreement, "Yes, that's true." 


Even the culprits in detective novels that feature detectives are sometimes revealed in the final 
scene to have sad motives—they too were victims, tearfully narrated. To kill a person, there 
must be a reason that rivals the act, something that both the author and the reader 
unconsciously consider. 


But this is not so much a thrilling tale of revenge as it is the tragic structure of a victim turning 
into a perpetrator. It's not thrilling at all. The pain lingers, and it is even unpleasant. When | think 
that society has been repeating such things, it surpasses tragedy and should perhaps be called 
a comedy. 


"| also keep being suspected, playing the victim in a sense, but there's the fear that | don't know 
when | might turn to the perpetrator's side," | confess. 


"Is it like thinking, ‘If I'm going to be falsely accused anyway, | might as well commit the crime, 
since it's all the same'?" she asked. 


"| wouldn't think something so extreme... But those who doubted me without cause weren't 
necessarily bad people—rather, they were good. It was because of their goodness that they 
tried to hang me, driven by a sense of righteousness to condemn the criminal, the villain..." 


Forensically speaking, to treat someone as a criminal without evidence, and wrongly so, is a 
crime in itself. 


They cannot simply be called good because they are committing a crime—but they were not 
blaming me with malice. At least, it wasn't just malice—there was a sense of ethics and justice. 


"So, | wonder if I'm unknowingly doing the same thing. Swallowing reports and news without 
question, and baselessly, groundlessly branding someone as a criminal,” | ponder. 


"As someone in journalism, that's a painful observation," Toshiko Kakoi replied with a smile at 
the corner of her mouth. 


"| try to be mindful not to do that, and that's why I'm trying to put together a feature like this, but 
it's true that the overheating of the media has led to many false accusations,” she admitted. 


Did | sound sarcastic?—But to see it simply as the other side of crime reporting might 
completely miss the essence. 


Not just those involved in reporting, but everyone does it. At home, at school, at the workplace, 
everyone is doing it. If one were to say, "finding the culprit" and "guessing the culprit" are not 
just backstories, but facets of being human. 


Of course, there is a difference in influence—now individuals, too, can express their opinions 
and prejudices to the whole world. 


No, it's odd to blame the times. 


There are countless historical episodes where rumors, discussed among family, led to national 
upheavals or great depressions—that too is a pattern disgustingly repeated. 


"The conversation has broadened a bit, so let’s bring it back... So, Mr. Kakushidate, does it 
mean that in order to not be repeatedly wrongfully accused, the only strategy is to not be 
suspected from the start?" 


"If that were possible, it wouldn't be such a struggle. Wrongful accusation countermeasures are 
difficult enough, but once you're suspected the first time, preventing further suspicion becomes 
even more challenging... Conversely, if the best strategy is to never be suspected, once you are, 
it might already be too late." 


Thinking about it, maybe I'm actually one of the luckier cases—just being wrongfully suspected 
once can result in losing your job, family, and ruining your life completely. 


It's not just that what happens twice will happen three times; sometimes, because the first 
wrongful accusation occurs, there won’t be a second or third—everything is lost. 


Naturally, it's important to build good neighborly relationships with those around you so you 
won't be suspected in everyday life. If, like the true culprit of the credit union, you can build a 
relationship where they would still believe in you even if your guilt is confirmed, then you'll have 
reliable friends to turn to when needed. 


For me, that person was Mr. Kondo. 


During the incident that occurred when | was working part-time at the publishing company, he 
was the only one who believed in me until the end, even when everyone else suspected me. 


It was a happy feeling, but at the same time, | felt somewhat ashamed. 


| felt like | was taking advantage of his kindness with my own ill nature—that might be too 
self-deprecating, but being continuously suspected can turn one cynical. 


"But living with your collar straight, if you think about it, is just common sense, yet there are 
those who can't do it." 


There are those who can't live successfully, can't keep up with the times, or just can't get along 
with others—to tell such people that it's their fault for not being proper in their daily lives is 
exceedingly cruel. 


There's also the fact that there are people who are doing just fine without being proper. 


Moreover, if you live with your collar straight, does that guarantee you won't become a victim of 
wrongful accusation? That's not assured at all. 


In the case of the credit union’s true culprit, it wasn't so, but just like in mystery novels where the 
least suspicious character is the culprit, the real meaning behind the statement, "I never thought 
that person could do such a thing," is often not so different from a resigned "I knew it." 
Everyone, no matter how hard they try, can't avoid being wrongfully accused. 

"Whether you have good grades or bad behavior, whether you're popular or an outcast, anyone 
can become the target of bullying in the classroom—it's similar to becoming a victim of wrongful 
accusation. There's no need for a special reason to be targeted." 


"Bullying, you say?" 


Ms. Kakoi repeated my words. 


It was meant as an analogy, but maybe that aspect caught her attention—since "Steady Pace" 
is a socially conscious magazine, they might also cover themes like that, including wrongful 
accusation. 


However, she quickly realized that wasn't the main subject at hand and corrected the course. 


"From the perspective of someone who has been wrongfully accused without reason, they might 
feel as if they're being bullied by society." 


She then posed a question. 


"Mr. Kakushidate, you divided wrongful accusations into three patterns, but in reality, if you fall 
victim to a wrongful accusation, aren't they all equally irrational?" 


"It is as you say that all three types are irrational," | responded, "but with the second and third 
cases, there is a possibility for countermeasures. If the evidence is pointing to me, then | need 
only to point out the mistakes in the evidence. If someone is trying to frame me, then | need to 
figure out who that someone is." 

Of course, that task should be carried out by the detectives, not me—regardless, even though 
restoring one's honor and re-entering society are separate issues, in these cases, it is possible 


to dispel the wrongful accusations with logical thinking. 


"| see... | can understand that. But Mr. Kakushidate, the most common type of false accusations 
is the first one, right?" 


"That's correct. That's why it's difficult." 


When you're suspected without any clear reason or intent, as if by the way things just happened 
to turn out, even the most skilled detective can hit an invisible wall. 


An emotional wall. 


"There are also patterns where the second and third cases turn into the first one later on—that’s 
the worst pattern of them all." 


Even with the help of a detective, clearing away the doubts might end up being meaningless. 


Well, the ones who cast the wrongful accusations have their own problems; once they have 
doubted someone, it's not so easy for them to retract those suspicions. 


It's essentially self-preservation. 


As | touched on earlier, casting false accusations on an innocent person is a crime in and of 
itsel(—those who unintentionally commit such a crime don't want to admit to that reality. Even 
after the suspect's innocence has been proven, they can't easily acknowledge their mistake, and 
they continue to believe, "No matter what, that person is the culprit." 


They are only compounding their sins—alternatively, they might start saying things like, "We 
were also deceived," as if they were the victims themselves. 


"Among those involved in the false accusation cases I've been drawn into, | believe there are 
still people who think | am the culprit—that | ‘managed to talk my way out’ and, as a result, 
harbor even more resentment towards me." 

Rather, cases where everything is resolved cleanly and satisfyingly are rare. 

There were a significant number of people who equated my calling a detective to prove my 
innocence with a criminal hiring a skilled lawyer to negotiate a settlement—as if there were not 
much difference between the two. 

| can't strongly deny that. 

Depending on how you look at it, having the phone numbers of lawyers and detectives on your 
mobile phone could be seen as a step beyond simply living your life with your collar straight, 
taking care not to be suspected of anything odd. 

In terms of meaning, it should be no different from carrying a crime prevention buzzer to ward 
off becoming a victim of crime. However, it's ironic that such "precautions" might also become 
the cause of suspicion. 


"2? ‘Precautions’ leading to suspicion, what do you mean by that?" 


"Well, you see... it means that people might think, ‘Surely, they must have something to hide, 
that's why they're taking such measures." 


Denying the suspicions cast upon you is seen the same as "not reflecting” on your 


actions—once you are doubted, anything you do may look suspicious, even the most basic 
self-defense measures. 


And with that, Ms. Kakoi fell silent, even though we were in the middle of an interview. 
Had the conversation become too heavy from the start? 


Not like it was ever supposed to be a cheerful discussion in the first place. 


"Well, what's important is that no matter how others may perceive you, you must protect 
yourself," | said, trying to force a positive summary of the conversation. "If you just resign 
yourself to thinking 'I must have done something to deserve this suspicion,’ then it's truly the 
end." 


However, unfortunately, my attempt at being positive didn't quite resonate with optimism. 
Ms. Kakoi remained unflinching in her contemplative expression. 


"But, that can also be said for when you actually commit a crime, right?" she remarked. "The 
issue of reflecting on one's wrongdoing and giving up in despair, 'since I've already done it,’ are 
separate matters, aren't they?" 


Hmm. 
| had never thought about it that way. 


Ms. Kakoi is a journalist, so she has many opportunities to hear from not only victims of crimes 
and people falsely accused like me but also from actual perpetrators of crimes—perhaps this 
perspective comes from such experiences. 


The sentiment of wanting to "atone with my life" is not equivalent to a wish for the death penalty 
out of despair—nor can simply refusing to hire a lawyer out of remorse alleviate the anger and 
grief of the victims. 


Once you start on that topic, whether a perpetrator hires a top-notch lawyer or rejects legal 
counsel, neither choice would bring joy or satisfaction to the victims. 


It may lead back to the subject of detective novels, but in mysteries, there is a trope where the 
real culprit, once pinpointed by the detective, commits suicide by poison. 


Even if the detective holds a privileged position, the climax where the culprit is driven to death is 
often criticized, but well, it's a dramatic twist, and it seems to balance the narrative with the idea 
that the only way to atone for murder is through death. However, before questioning the 
responsibility of the detective who has driven the culprit to this point, in the real world, such an 
ending is far too convenient for the perpetrator. 


It's almost like a spiteful suicide. 
The act of the culprit committing suicide at the end is not showing remorse but something akin 


to spite towards the detective—although what counts as true remorse is a delicate and difficult 
problem. 


Punishment might be imprisonment or compensation. 

But then again, upon reflection, these too are concepts separate from remorse. 

Interpreting serving a ten-year sentence for murder as a right to take a life at the expense of ten 
years of one's life, or seeing a fine as a way to cause trouble to others as long as you can pay 
for it, is undoubtedly a misinterpretation. 

Atonement. 

Of course, when falsely accused, | am also in a position where atonement is demanded, and as 
| said earlier, when | think "how can | feel remorse for a crime | didn't commit," it's a valid 
sentiment. But then, how should one feel remorse for a crime that has been committed? 

| don't know. 


It's not a question | can answer. 


"No, one of the reasons | wanted to interview you today, Mr. Kakushidate, was precisely to ask 
you about that. | would like you to answer, if at all possible." 


"Eh?" 

Surprised by her question, | found myself at a loss for words. 

"Um... It relates to the first question, but Mr. Kakushidate, you have been a victim of false 
accusations numerous times, haven't you?" Ms. Kakoi straightened her posture as she posed 
her question. 


It felt like she was preparing to storm the inner citadel. 


"Despite that, as far as my research shows, you've never filed a lawsuit against anyone—you 
haven't sought compensation for being wrongfully suspected. Why is that?" 


Ah, | see what she's getting at. 

But that's a difficult question to answer—what can | say when she asks me why? 

Ms. Kakoi pressed on as if she could see my hesitation. 

"You could sue for defamation or demand compensation... It seems to me like a natural right. 


Furthermore, to prevent future false accusations, making those who cast unfounded suspicions 
on you face legal judgment seems like a duty you should fulfill." 


Her strong assertion made me feel like | was being reprimanded for negligence. 
"When you Say it's a ‘duty,’ it feels like you're blaming me for my inaction." 


"Nevertheless, despite not taking such actions, even after listening to your story so far, | don't 
sense any feelings of anger from you regarding being a victim of false accusations. While you 
speak of the world's injustices, there doesn't seem to be any bitterness or resentment towards 
specific perpetrators. On the contrary, you appear to be understanding. Of course, you may be 
considering privacy concerns..." 


"Hmm..." 

What should | answer? 

From a third-party perspective, my behavior may seem either cowardly or saintly—or perhaps it 
could even lead to further suspicion, with someone thinking, "If he's not angry, maybe he was 


the real culprit." 


"Well, when | get fired, | often receive severance pay that includes compensation for emotional 
distress, almost like hush money, so there's no need to go to court..." 


"Even so, doesn't that all amount to practically zero in the end?" 
Exactly. 


No, that's why it's barely in the negative—gradually in the negative. That's why I'm here, 
enduring interviews to scrape by. 


"...So, the first reason | don't sue is that it's too much trouble? After all, it's like the dispute is 
ongoing—f it happened once or twice, it might be different, but being falsely accused as much 
as | have been, it's practically impossible to sue in every case. Instead, it's more important for 
me to look for a new job." 


After much deliberation, | ended up giving the most banal answer | could think of—I thought Ms. 
Kakoi might be disappointed, but at least she didn't let it show on her face. 


She listened to me with a serious expression. 
"Even when the suspicion is cleared, dealing with the aftermath can be exhausting... it's 
sometimes more tiring than when you're in the midst of being doubted. Of course, | don't have 


the convenient ability to switch off and forget immediately." 


As | said this, | thought of the Forgetful Detective—Ms. Kakoi recorded my statement on her 
laptop before, 


"What is the second reason?" she asked. 

The second reason. 

Truthfully, when | mentioned "the first reason," | hadn't clearly formulated a "second reason" in 
my mind—l had only vaguely thought that "it's a hassle," a seemingly reasonable explanation, 
but even | knew it wasn't the whole truth. That's why I inadvertently prefaced my response with 
it. 

So, what is the second reason then? 

| had no more time to think. 

| had to speak whatever came to mind. 


"Perhaps it's because | can't bring myself to blame them," | said. 


"Eh... You mean the people who doubted you, Mr. Kakushidate? Isn't that—aren't you being too 
nice?" Ms. Kakoi asked, with a puzzled look. 


"Showing understanding is one thing... but to speak as if you're protecting them. Maybe it's 
exactly because you say such things that you become a target for false accusations?" 


That's undoubtedly part of it. 


People who don't get angry no matter what are easy targets, and those who choose to take it 
lying down often end up being forced to cry themselves to sleep—it's a negative spiral that 
forms just like that. It's undoubtedly one of the reasons why I've been a victim of false 
accusations so many times—but when it's simply put as "because you're a nice person," it 
makes me want to argue. 


Especially since I'm not "nice." 


Even if I'm not as much as Ms. Kyoko, I'm still a practical person who cleverly accepts hush 
money and compensation without refusing—far from a saint or even a hypocrite. 


"Why can't you bring yourself to blame those who treated you like a criminal, then?" 


"This might be repetitive, but it's because if the roles were reversed, | might have done the same 
thing. No, probably | am doing the same thing without realizing it—not just in criminal cases, but 
on a daily basis, without the influence of the media, | must be jumping to conclusions about 
strangers, misunderstanding situations without knowing the full story, or just believing what | 
want to believe because it's less trouble. So, | guess that's just the way things are..." 


Of course, this is just my personal viewpoint. 

Not something | can recommend to anyone; in fact, Ms. Kakoi, I'd be troubled if you included 
such a statement in your article. It's against my wishes for a notion to spread that one should 
just cry themselves to sleep even when they're wronged—it doesn't contribute to society at all. 
| don't believe in the beauty of enduring it. 

The truth is, | should be getting angry. It's certainly my duty. 

The falsely-accused hero should be a role model. 

| understand that. 

| understand, and when l'm actually caught up in the whirlwind of an incident, it's not as if 
feelings of bitterness and resentment don't arise at all—if | hadn't known the method of relying 


on a detective, | wonder if | too would be acting "properly." 


"What is right, after all, is something each person decides for themselves," | said, "but the 
circumstances at that particular time also matter." 


So, if there is anything | can say because | am the person | am today—at that point, | took the 
cup of tea | hadn't yet sipped from and moistened my throat. 


| didn't want to risk biting or choking on it, so | made sure to prepare thoroughly. 

Yes, that's the part | want to be made into an article. 

Because it's a ‘recommendation’ that makes little sense if | alone do it. 

"Avoiding false accusations is difficult. Or rather, it's almost impossible. No matter how cautious 
you are, there's always the chance that one day, suddenly, you'll be wrongly suspected—but | 
think that not casting unfounded suspicions is something that isn't impossible to do if you're 
careful." 

"Not casting suspicions..." 

"If there's no one to falsely accuse others, then there won't be anyone falsely accused either. 


So, it's important to be aware of how prone we are to suspicion and make a conscious effort not 
to blame others without evidence. If everyone could do that, false accusations would disappear." 


Disregarding the structure, | rushed to a conclusion at the beginning, and from there, | moved 
on to the specific arguments. 


The interview naturally was anonymous, and | couldn't talk about specific incidents like "I've 
been the victim of these false accusations in the past" (since I'd taken hush money), so | could 


only speak within what | was allowed. 


Perhaps because | had gotten the difficult part out of the way first, the interview went smoothly 
from there—of course, it was thanks to Ms. Kakoi's skill at drawing out my statements. 


In hindsight, the premature conclusion she drew out of me was too sweetly idealistic, to the 
point of embarrassment. That alone shows how excellent an interviewer Ms. Kakoi is. Her skills 


reminded me somewhat of a great detective who extracts information from involved parties. 


However, by the time the interview was nearing its end, | had almost forgotten that Ms. Kakoi 
might have been the person who attended the detective's lecture. 


| had thought about casually confirming it after the interview was over, but it didn't feel 
right—after talking at length about false accusations, it would be inconsistent to start casting 
baseless suspicions myself—that was what | thought, but then, 


"Now then... as time is pressing, | would like to ask one final question," 


Ms. Kakoi's last question made me realize, whether | wanted to or not, that she was 
undoubtedly the person with the best hairstyle who had been there that day. 


"Do you currently have a girlfriend, Mr. Kakushidate?" 
Was the last question. 


It was an inappropriate "naughty question," much like the one she had posed to Ms. Kyoko the 
other day, a love affairs question; kinda unprofessional of her. 
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Ch 2: Yakusuke Kakushidate, Being Hated 


"Nice to meet you. | am Kyoko Okitegami, the detective." 


Two days after being interviewed by the magazine journalist Toshiko Kakoi, | found myself 
visiting the Okitegami Building after a long absence. 


Not as an audience or someone looking for a juicy story, but in the capacity of a client. Just the 
usual me. 


Truth be told, | couldn’t wait and had called the very next morning, only to find, alas, that the 
Okitegami Detective Agency had already taken up a job that day—no reservations allowed, 
strictly first-come, first-serve appointments for the Forgetful Detective; it left me helpless. 


While being a regular, | was used to it. 


Although, whether a regular or a first-timer, Ms. Kyoko’s greeting was always "Nice to meet 
you,” and | couldn’t count how many of her business cards I'd received—that’s a lie. Strictly 
speaking, | could count them because I’ve filed every single one, noting the date | received 
them. If | wanted to count, | could. 


But starting to count those business cards would make me look like a fanatic, so | refrain. That’s 
a line | must not cross. l'Il ignore the opinion that filing them in the first place is already crossing 
into dangerous territory. Who knows, one day when | decide to put Ms. Kyoko’s exploits into a 
book, maybe I'd need the files. 


Without needing to check the file, | also vividly remember when | last commissioned Ms. 
Kyoko—excluding the time | attended a lecture on my own without being invited, it was about 
two and a half months ago. 


I'll save the details of that encounter, dubbed the "Airship Incident," for another time (Ms. Kyoko 
has already forgotten of course)... It seems that the Okitegami Building has been renovated 
since then. 


The exterior has changed here and there, with some parts still covered by blue tarps. 
| couldn't tell exactly how this three-story steel-reinforced concrete building had been rebuilt 


without photos of its previous state, but my guess is that they are beefing up the security 
system? 


The Forgetful Detective's memory may reset daily, but the security systems are relentlessly 
advancing, so such updates, unbeknownst to me until now, may be absolutely necessary. 


Perhaps it's part of her daily routine. 
As | felt during the lecture, | thought | knew Ms. Kyoko, but I realize that | know nothing. 


Well, as days pass, | become more and more doubtful of how much of it was true—flattering the 
audience is one thing, but that woman could tell a lie without care nor hint of guilt. 


Otherwise, she wouldn’t be able to cut it as a detective. 


Speaking of which, | wondered if the "security guard" she had mentioned at the lecture lived in 
this building—l looked around when entering, but failed to spot anyone. 


Hmm. 


Perhaps, like a ninja, they’re hidden somewhere—just as they might have been at the lecture 
hall. No, them lurking there was purely my imagination. 


Feeling anxious and worried about being restrained as a suspicious individual or an overzealous 
fan, | nevertheless pressed the intercom equipped with a camera and, after thoroughly 
navigating security that would rival an international airport, | finally arrived at the second-floor 
reception room. 

I've heard that some clients are so put off by the body search that they withdraw their requests. 
Well, if they don't like it, they could meet outside, but some requests can only be discussed in a 
place completely removed from the outside world. 

What | brought to the reception room this time was one such request. 

Utmost secrecy was desired. 

"Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate. That’s a cool name you have there." 


Today, | was complimented on my name. 


There's no way | wouldn't be happy, but | have to tell you, | had paid extra attention to my 
hairstyle, and having this expectation dashed had me disappointed, I'm not kidding. 


Ms. Kyoko's fashion today featured lacey socks, a violet pleated skirt, and a puff-sleeved blouse 
topped with a light gingham check vest. 


Could it be the result of her studies, or the result of her research? After all, it's a coordination 
I've never seen before—although, as always, her hair is completely white and she wears 
glasses. Or, might it be that I, being a bit aloof and lacking in attention, just haven't noticed that 
there might actually be colorful variations even in her glasses? 

"Thank you... | look forward to working with you today." 


Trying not to be caught staring, | awkwardly took my seat on the sofa | was offered—the coffee 
cups were already prepared on the table. 


They're black, like jet-black hair. 

"So what brings you to this forgetful detective?" 

Ms. Kyoko jumps straight to the main point. 

When | was interviewed the day before yesterday, | thought Ms. Kakoi's efficiency was on par 
with Ms. Kyoko's, but still, in terms of speed, the fastest detective seemed to be steps 


ahead—frankly, in normal society, you couldn't possibly proceed with business at this pace. 


Of course, | hadn't come to have a business discussion with Ms. Kyoko, so that was fine—I 
came to consult. 


It's a job request. 

A classic relationship between a detective and a client—me and Ms. Kyoko. 

However, even though | say it's the usual me, today's visit to the Okitegami Detective Agency is 
somewhat irregular. That is, | didn't open my phone's address book because | was usually 
framed and sought to clear my usual suspicions—if that were the case, | couldn't afford to say, 
"It seems you're busy today, so please take care of it tomorrow." In such a case, | would need to 


quickly find another detective. 


Furthermore, | wasn't even sure if | wanted Ms. Kyoko's utmost speed today—or rather, | was 
even doubtful whether the case | had was appropriate for the special detective that she is. 


But still, considering the special circumstances I'm currently facing, it seemed appropriate to 
request the forgetful detective's assistance. 


However, | couldn't help but start off with a timid tone, even though | knew it myself: 
"Um, it's a bit of an unusual request... is that okay?" 


Ms. Kyoko responded with a pleasant smile. 


Maybe it's because I'm seeing her up close, or maybe because she seems even more cheerful 
than when she was speaking at the lecture—although that smile could also be described as 
more business-like. 

"If | can be of any help, I'd like you to tell me your request without reservation. If | can use my 
modest deductive skills for the good of the world and the people, there's nothing happier for me. 
Helping someone in trouble is the greatest joy and my raison d'être." 


Perhaps because we had already settled the matter of the fee over the phone this morning, Ms. 
Kyoko was speaking altruistically, not shrouded in darkness. 


Unlike the "social contribution" she spoke of at the lecture, this was simply, you might say, a 
company policy, or a kind of business activity. 


It's a sales pitch, rather than lip service. 

Well, even if it's just superficial, l'm grateful for it—after living in financial hardship and receiving 
an interview too casually, | inadvertently had an "unusual request" on my hands, which | can 
now put forward without hesitation. 

"Um, to put it simply," 

| steeled myself and began. 


| would try to explain as plainly as possible. 


"I'd like to request an investigation into a woman's background. She's a woman my age, and | 
want to know about her history with men in detail." 


Ms. Kyoko remained silent with a smile on her face. 

No nodding. 

It was as if time had stopped; there was no reaction. 

Hmm, did | not convey the meaning well? 

| had tried to be as accurate as possible, but now | wondered if | had somehow misspoken as 
Ms. Kyoko excused herself with a "just a moment," stood up from the sofa, and with decisive 


steps walked to the end of the room. There, she picked up the receiver of a fixed telephone set 
up to hang vertically on the wall. 


"Yes... Mr. Mamoru... it's Kyoko... maybe... there's a high chance you'll need to be operational... 
after all... so, could you please be ready to go at any time..." 


Who is she calling? 


| couldn't hear well because she was speaking softly, but a raw, unsettling atmosphere was the 
only thing that came through. 


As | began to feel anxious, Ms. Kyoko replaced the receiver and returned to face me, saying, 
"Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Kakushidate." 
For now, at least. 


"It seems my only daughter at daycare has come down with a fever, and | need to keep in touch 
frequently." 


It was an incredible lie. 


Claiming to be a mother of one, | wondered what kind of barrier she was trying to build between 
us. 


"May | hear more details about it—was it an investigation into a woman's background? Am | 
correct in understanding that you are requesting this investigation of a young woman's 


background from me, a young woman myself?" 


She was smiling more than necessary, but it seemed her eyes were not laughing—wait, could it 
be that | was horribly misunderstood? 


No, well, perhaps it's not entirely a misunderstanding. 
If you express the request in writing, it would indeed be exactly that—an investigation into 
personal background. For me, it's irregular, but in a sense, it could be said to be a perfectly 


legitimate request for a detective. 


| have my doubts about making such a request to a great detective—especially to the forgetful 
detective, but still, this is definitely a case for Ms. Kyoko. | have no choice but to ask Ms. Kyoko. 


Considering that Ms. Kakoi was at Ms. Kyoko's lecture— 


"You are not mistaken. | am indeed requesting an investigation into a young woman's 
background from you Ms. Kyoko, who are yourself a young woman." 


"Is that so... quite a forthright matter, isn't it..." 
"And, the thing is," 


| stared directly at Ms. Kyoko, who seemed a bit pale—as | recalled the story Ms. Kakoi had 
confided to me the day before yesterday. 


"It's because all six men she has dated up to now have ended up facing ruin without exception." 
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"Do you currently have a girlfriend, Mr. Kakushidate?" 

| was at a loss for words at the question posed by Ms. Kakoi, which came as the last question of 
an interview about false accusations the day before yesterday. The conversation had taken an 
abrupt turn from the serious exchange we'd been having. Suddenly | was asked something that 
sounded gossipy, and | had no idea how to respond. 


| could do nothing but remain silent. 


If it was a joke asked in jest to lead up to the real last question, answering honestly would only 
serve to make a fool of myself. 


Or, perhaps | was the one being flippant, and the question had a much more serious 
implication—could it be that Ms. Kakoi was sharply pointing out that the only reason | could 
afford to be "nice" and talk about idealistic things was exactly because | was single? 

The depth of the problem of false accusations is there too. 


It's not just an issue for the individual; families and loved ones also get dragged into it. 


It would likely cause them sadness, and they would have to join in a difficult and often 
misunderstood fight—sometimes even facing harsh blame from those same loved ones. 


If I'm being asked whether, having experienced or braced for such tragic circumstances, | still 
say "though I cannot avoid suspicion, | can refrain from suspecting others," then this is a grave 
question to consider—trivial, certainly not. 


Yes, that must be it. 


The core issue. 


"No, | do not currently have a partner who | am committed to for the future. It's not that I've 
never been in a relationship with a woman, but it seems that somehow things always go wrong. 
Sometimes | initiate the breakup because | don't want to cause any trouble..." 


It wasn't something | should be discussing so openly, but considering the topic at hand, | 
couldn't just leave the question unanswered, so | replied in that manner. 


"...90 for now, the idea of having a family is a bit difficult to consider. At least until my life is a bit 
more stable." 


Ms. Kakoi seemed to ponder over my answer—perhaps it sounded too idealistic. To be honest, 
I'm only twenty-five years old, and thoughts of family and marriage haven't quite entered my 
mind yet. 


"Is that so? | understand. Thank you for today, Mr. Kakushidate. | will make sure to write a good 
article." 


With a somewhat clinical tone, Ms. Kakoi stopped the recording on the two IC recorders—it was 
the end of the interview. 


Though I was simply answering questions, | felt a sense of relief at having played my part and 
completed a task. However, even after the recording stopped and the laptop was packed away, 
my exchange with Ms. Kakoi was not yet over. 


The interview was over, but rather, that's where the talk truly began. 
The talk—no, perhaps ‘consultation’ is the proper term. 


"Mr. Kakushidate, do you have some time after this? If it's alright with you, as a token of my 
gratitude for today, | would like to treat you to dinner..." 


"Ah, | see, | see, so you just went along with it when invited, and ended up having a woman 
your age pay for the meal... That is quite an interesting story. Please, do continue," encouraged 
Ms. Kyoko, though | felt that the misunderstanding hadn't been cleared up one bit. In fact, the 
more | talked, the deeper | seemed to sink into the mire. 


That once mistrusted, one is doomed—this vexing essence of false accusations, | never thought 
I'd experience it firsthand with Ms. Kyoko. But in this case, it might be difficult to claim outright 
that it was a false accusation. 


Regardless of what she thought of me, it was a job | had accepted. Ms. Kyoko, as a 
professional detective, muttered like an incantation in a soft voice, "Do it for the money, for the 
love of money," (Seemingly having forgotten her earlier statement made while wide awake, 
"Helping people in trouble is my calling in life"), 


"So, Mr. Kakushidate, you're saying that you received a consultation from that journalist, Ms. 
Toshiko Kakoi, over dinner, regarding ‘all the men she's been involved with end up facing ruin'?" 


"Yes, that's right... and to add, Ms. Kyoko, you have received the same consultation during a 
lecture." 


That's why | chose Ms. Kyoko as the detective to rely on—aware that for a famous detective like 
those in mystery novels, background checks are not their forte (the usual "The kinds of requests 
real detectives get are just background checks or finding lost pets" sort of thing), | thought that 
by bringing this request to the Forgetful Detective, there might be a shared sense of discomfort 
as we both faced the same question. 


But upon reflection, there was no guarantee that this expectation wouldn't end in 
disappointment. 


Because, 


"| don't really think | would give a lecture, but... well, was there a circumstance where | couldn't 
refuse?" 


That was the gist of it. 
"Was | able to properly talk during it?" 
"Yes. Everyone was listening intently. Me too." 


"So, Mr. Kakushidate, and Ms. Toshiko Kakoi met at that lecture, you say—what a strange twist 
of fate. If | had a hand in bringing you two together, | would feel quite remorseful." 


| wonder why she would feel remorseful. 


And to be precise, Ms. Kakoi and | didn't "meet"—because of the seating arrangement (although 
it was open seating), | only saw the back of Ms. Kakoi, and she didn't even lay eyes on me. 


It was only through her striking black hair and the content of her questions that | could 
tentatively identify her—truth be told, | still haven't confirmed it with the person herself. 


Because, frustratingly, I've come to a clear conclusion within myself that they are the same 
person, I've been unable to bring myself to ask—it's a matter of missing the right moment. 


So, of course, Ms. Kakoi has no idea that I've come to visit the Okitegami Detective Agency like 
this. Coming here was my own unilateral decision. 


It is by no means that | am mediating a request from Ms. Kakoi. 

Certainly not. 

"Hmm... if this were a mystery novel, it would seem like the twist awaiting us would be that the 
questioner and Ms. Kakoi are actually not the same person. But, Mr. Kakushidate, since you've 
gone so far as to say that, we can probably assume they are the same—although identifying her 


based on her beautiful black hair is, how should | put it... rather fetishistic." 


| might think so too if it were put that way, but | also remembered her in contrast to Ms. Kyoko's 
white hair, so | couldn't easily object. 


| can't stand being thought of as more creepy. 

To be honest, I'm starting to regret that | may have already made the wrong choice in person. 
"Well, regarding that lecture, since that falls under my work 'on the day’, | shall refrain from 
asking for details—it's the rule of the Forgetful Detective. However, could you tell me just one 
thing: what exactly did Ms. Kakoi ask me? Even if it was related to romance, the question she 
asked me and the one she asked you couldn't have been exactly the same, word for word, 
could it?" 

Indeed, that's correct. 

The question posed to me was "Do you currently have a girlfriend, Mr. Kakushidate?" while the 
question posed to Ms. Kyoko was something like "Do you find yourself falling in love with the 
same person every time you forget?" 

If you just look at that part, they seem completely different. 

"And to that, Ms. Kyoko, you said, 'Men are all the same, anyway." 

"Oh dear. Did | make such a chic little joke?" 


She laughed merrily. 


It felt like she was really laughing for the first time. 


What's the point of laughing at your own joke—it was more cheeky than chic, and first and 
foremost, it's highly doubtful whether that was even meant as a joke. 


It had a ring of truth to it. 
"By the way, was Ms. Toshiko Kakoi satisfied with that answer?" 
"I don't know. Since | only saw her from behind, it's hard to say..." 


She did say "Thank you" afterward, but what kind of expression was Ms. Kakoi wearing at that 
moment? 


There's no doubt it made for a fine end to the lecture, but whether that was the answer Ms. 
Kakoi was looking for is another story. 


Given that she later approached me with "that story", maybe she wasn't satisfied. 
"Hmm. If | wasn't able to be of help, that would be regrettable indeed." 


"Well, since it was a public event like a lecture, maybe Ms. Kakoi had no choice but to phrase 
her words ambiguously... Hearing 'repeated failures with men', one wouldn't normally think it 


meant 'every man she's been involved with ends up facing ruin’. 


One would naturally imagine more common... or rather, more conventional failures. Surely that's 
what everyone at the venue thought. 


History is patterned, and humans keep repeating the same things—that was the main theme of 
Ms. Kyoko's lecture that day, and Ms. Kakoi was saying, "I keep falling for the same kind of 
people and making the same mistakes"—but that "mistake" wasn't at all about Ms. Kakoi 
making "mistakes" in choosing men. 

"The way you say 'ruin' is quite provocative." 

After expressing her thoughts, Ms. Kyoko continued, 

"Assuming the reason she asked me that question was because it fit perfectly with the theme of 
the lecture—what do you think was the reason Ms. Toshiko Kakoi brought up such a topic with 
you, Mr. Kakushidate?" 

And with that, she tilted her head. 


| have only heard the reason from the person herself. 


It's hard for me to say with my own mouth, but having come all the way to the detective agency's 
reception room, | can't just keep my mouth shut. 


By the time | had brought the request to Ms. Kyoko, my entire financial situation had become 
more than just a deficit (although not as much as the Loan Detective, the Okitegami Detective 
Agency's rates are reasonably high, so the honorarium received for the interview was easily 


blown away), so | must give as many details as possible—as much information as | can. 


"Well, that is to say... it seems she thought | was the right person to consult with, having 
survived disastrous situations many times over." 


"Through the interview." 


"Yes, through the interview—that's what she said, though she didn't initially intend to have such 
a conversation..." 


Since it's all about her thoughts, there's no way to confirm whether that's true or not. 
After finishing the general theory, it seems that the specifics of "what kind of false charges have 
been brought against me so far" (while considering privacy) resonated with Ms. Kakoi—she 


couldn't help but see her own life reflected in it. 


No, more precisely, what was reflected was not her own life, but the ruin of the men she had 
once been close to. 


"Hmm, | see. Ms. Toshiko Kakoi empathized with you, Mr. Kakushidate, in a way because you 
both have experienced repeated ruin." 


"No, well, | haven't been ruined, as you can see." 

"Oh, | apologize. | just said what | saw." 

Somehow, Ms. Kyoko's words are sharp and prickly. Smilingly sharp. 

Even when dealing with criminals, the Forgetful Detective doesn't take such a brusque 
attitude—unfortunately, there's no detective in my phone book who specializes in clearing up 


such misunderstandings. Perhaps | should have pursued one. 


"Anyway, Ms. Kakoi was troubled. She was worried that the men she falls in love with all end up 
facing tragedies—not just sad about it, but thinking that it might be her fault." 


"Her fault?" 


"Thinking things like 'Am | cursed?’ or 'Am | a plague or an ill omen?'—well, listening to her, it 
didn't seem far-fetched that she might come to believe that. It's not just an obsession, more like 
being deeply troubled..." 


It's not just once or twice. 

What happens twice will happen thrice—not even that. 

It's six times. 

When it reaches that point, seeking some kind of necessity in the phenomenon is 
understandable—just as people see the many false accusations against me as "perhaps there's 


a cause on his part." 


"...But regardless of what's happening with you, Mr. Kakushidate, normally speaking, it's not 
possible that Ms. Toshiko Kakoi is a plague god, right?" 


Putting aside why | am being disregarded, that is correct. The ongoing phenomenon is certainly 
strange to hear, but attributing the cause to Ms. Kakoi is really far-fetched. 


After all, these "ruins" are not happening to her own person—on the contrary, to take on that 
much responsibility might be considered disrespectful to the men involved, wouldn't you say? 


"That's why | want you, Ms. Kyoko, to investigate. | want you to prove that the 'ruins' of the six 
men Ms. Kakoi has dated are by no means her fault." 


"Hmm. I see, that's what you mean by ‘personal background investigation.” 


As a detective, she probably doesn't differentiate between big and small cases, but as a famous 
detective, it seems that her motivation rises above the usual personal background checks. Ms. 
Kyoko leaned forward slightly. 


"Normally, identifying the perpetrator is the role of a detective, but this time, you want me to 
deduce that the 'suspect' is not the one who committed the crime—it’s a matter of negation 
rather than identification. Indeed, it's an unusual request." 


It's quite generous to deal with as many as six cases at once, Ms. Kyoko thought as she 
glanced at the clock—the current time was 10:30 AM. 


In general society, the day is still considered just beginning at this time, but that's not the case 
for a detective with a memory that resets each day—for Ms. Kyoko, who lives with no tomorrow, 
the concept of having ample time doesn't exist. 


To think she must "solve" six cases within the limit of just one day is quite the unreasonable 
demand. In that sense, perhaps my choice of person was wrong. 


No, even so, she's the fastest detective. 

| believe | wasn't wrong to rely on Ms. Kyoko, hoping she will make me think so. 

"So, Mr. Kakushidate. Please tell me in detail about the kinds of men Ms. Toshiko Kakoi has 
been involved with, what kind of relationships she had with them, and how each of those 


relationships ended. Needless to say, you don't have to worry about privacy. No matter what 
stories | hear, | will completely forget them by tomorrow—including forgetting you, the client." 


"The men I've been involved with to date are six in number," said Ms. Kakoi, starting her story 
hesitantly. 


We moved to a stylish restaurant | didn't even know the name of, to a private room—though it's 
awkward to say, it's a high-class place that | can hardly imagine would be covered by the 
expenses of a new socially-conscious magazine. 

That reminds me, Mr. Kondo mentioned during the interview setup that Ms. Kakoi was from a 
good family—I was in the middle of being lost on the streets after being fired from the credit 


union, so embarrassingly, | wasn't listening properly. 


Well, I'm still gloriously lost on the streets even now... but it's strange that an unemployed 
person like me can dine in such a high-class restaurant. Life is indeed mysterious. 


It also feels like the balance of happiness and misery doesn't quite add up. 

"Just to confirm, Ms. Kakoi. You've been involved with six men, and all six of them have, well... 
‘faced ruin,’ shall we say? Not that among the men you've dated, only six of them have ‘faced 
ruin,’ correct?" 

"Yes. That understanding is correct," Ms. Kakoi nodded solemnly. 

Somehow, receiving a confession about her male history from a woman | was practically 
meeting for the first time felt somewhat immoral—it's almost like delving into gossip territory to 
ask about her past relationships. 


But this is a serious matter. 


The interview might be over, but in a sense, the theme continues. 


"However, looking back now, among those six there are those who | can't really say | was 
officially in a relationship with. It was like a childish sentiment, or maybe it was more 
one-sided—l'll go into that in detail as we talk." 

| wondered whether it was really alright for me to hear such private stories (and "in detail" at 
that), but having come this far, | was in too deep—though they say 'in for a penny, in for a 
pound,’ that only reminded me of my own economical situation. 


"But, I'm not sure where to start... It's like looking back on my entire life, so perhaps it would be 
best to tell it in chronological order. The first incident occurred when | was a kindergartner." 


"A kindergartner?" 

That's reaching quite far back. 

No, if one were to look back on half their life, it's not so unnatural—everyone has been a toddler 
at some point. Whether to count that period or not varies from person to person, but the case of 
having a first love during one's kindergarten years is fairly common. 

It's not that there was any unseemly ulterior motive to hear an intelligent woman's tale of 
intelligent romance, but starting off with a kindergartner's first love did give a somewhat 
anticlimactic impression. 

A letdown, if you will. 

However, this was a typical premature conclusion on my part. 

"That 'big brother’ was involved in a traffic accident. He sustained serious injuries that left him 
with after-effects, and he had to be hospitalized—and then he moved away, and that was the 
last of it." 

The end of such a naive first love was too cruel, devoid of any salvation. 

It's not the kind of episode that should happen to a kindergartner. 

"Of course, | was too young at the time to fully understand the situation... but my parents 
probably didn't want to tell their daughter that her beloved 'big brother’ had gone through such 
an ordeal." 


"Ah..." 


| could only let out a sigh. 


| didn't know the right reaction. 


It was undoubtedly a deep emotional scar for Ms. Kakoi, so | thought it best not to utter any 
careless words of comfort. 


Seeing my difficulty in responding, Ms. Kakoi continued. 

"The second was a classmate from elementary school. That, of course, was also like a pretend 
relationship... just innocently frolicking between children, but one day, he jumped from the 
school building..." 

She paused for a moment before saying, 

"He jumped, and he passed away." 

Passed away? 


"That was... an accident, you mean?" 


"No, it was suicide. It became quite a big news story—after all, it was a case of a 
grade-schooler's suicide." 


The media wouldn't ignore it, Ms. Kakoi said with a touch of self-deprecation. 


"There was no suicide note, but it was said to be due to bullying in the classroom. He was 
suffering terribly from his classmates behind my back—" 


That must be why Ms. Kakoi reacted when bullying was mentioned during the interview. Though 
that's not something | should easily conclude. 


"The third was during high school. The person was a senior in the soccer club who had a 
promising future, but during a game, he injured the ligaments in his dominant leg and had to 
retire prematurely—" 


"The fourth was a fellow club member during my university days. He was an honor student who 
gave a speech at the entrance ceremony, but after we started dating, his grades began a steady 
decline. Repeating years and eventually dropping out of university, he then disappeared without 
a trace... | lost contact with him early on, and our relationship just faded away, but | heard 
rumors that he might not even be in Japan anymore..." 


"The fifth was, let's see, during my first year working as an adult. Before | joined the current 
magazine company, | was employed at a major publishing house that everyone knows—it was 
around that time when | met Mr. Kondo—, and | entered into a romantic relationship with my 
boss at work. But soon after we started dating, he was demoted, sidelined to a deadwood 
department, and ultimately chose to resign voluntarily." 


"The sixth is a very recent story... It's about the founder of a startup company | met through my 
current job... A young entrepreneur, perhaps. We hit it off as members of companies with short 
histories and even considered marriage, but as the relationship continued, the company's 
performance rapidly deteriorated and it went bankrupt unbelievably quickly. | couldn't refuse the 
tearful breakup talk..." 


"That's all—six people." 

Is 'tragic' the word to use? 

Each case already seems extreme, but when they are strung together, it starts to feel almost 
like a fantasy—no matter how dispassionately they're listed out, the impact doesn't diminish in 
the slightest. 

The shock doesn't fade. 

Instead, it seeps in gradually, moistening. 


It's beyond not knowing what to say. 


It's harder to compare, but it seems even more cursed than my own propensity for being falsely 
accused—death and disappearances are involved, after all, so this is no small matter. 


It also can't be shrugged off with the filmy remark of having bad luck with men. 


At Ms. Kyoko's lecture, | thought it was fortunate that the Q&A session ended with light-hearted 
questions, but | was terribly wrong. 


Far from being light-hearted, it's a series of events so heavy that they were choking—of course, 
in terms of frequency, the number of times I've been falsely accused is not just six (I'm confident 
it's reached into the triple digits if | count everything, both large and small), but that's because 
the conditions were different. 


Tragedies had befallen the people she'd fallen for. 


In a variety of ways, they met with "ruin." 


Ms. Kakoi said, "the men | dated," but it seems that the depth of the relationship doesn't matter 
much—as far as | can tell, just Ms. Kakoi liking someone seems to fit the criteria. 


Six people. 


Considering she's in her mid-twenties, it's neither too many nor too few, a fairly average 
number? 


Excluding the times in kindergarten and elementary school, and what seems to be a more 
intense admiration for the senior in the soccer club during high school... the ones she actually 
dated would be the fourth in university, the fifth and sixth after entering society. 


Should | assume that her feelings for the recent, sixth person, the young entrepreneur she 
considered marrying, were the strongest? Well, whether there's any meaning to ranking 
"affections" like that is unclear. 


"| don't want to upset you, but... Ms. Kakoi. Does becoming 'fond' of someone and starting a 
‘relationship’ leading to 'ruin' only apply to romantic relationships? For example, friendships also 
involve liking someone and having a relationship, right? It could be someone whose work you 
admire, or an idol, musician... a sports player, or else..." 


"l haven't really delved into that," said Ms. Kakoi, her face pensive. 
"But | have no idea. | think it's limited to the men I've dated." 


"Hmm. But surely, first love in kindergarten is different from later romances, isn't it? | might just 
about accept the concept of ‘liking’ someone in elementary school, but..." 


"But | had promised to marry that 'older guy' too, hadn't I? In that sense, the 'big brother' and 
boyfriend number six are the same. No difference. Although boyfriend number six was younger 
than me..." 


It seems to me that an engagement in kindergarten and one after becoming an adult are entirely 
different things. However, when it's said with such a sincere and desperate face, it's difficult to 
argue any further. 


The female heart is something beyond my comprehension, after all—l wasn't cut out to be a 
relationship counselor. 


Why on earth am |, of all people, enjoying a delicious meal in this upscale restaurant that | don't 
belong in? 


"| see what you mean. I've always thought it was impossible, that this was just my own 
overblown self-consciousness, convincing myself it was all in my head. But I've reached my 
limit." 

"Ms. Kakoi..." 

"I'm now scared to fall in love with someone. I'm scared to love someone. To fall for someone 
and to love them with all my heart, only to witness their ruin each time—it's something I'm 
thoroughly sick of. I'm starting to think I'm incapable of a proper romance, and it makes me want 
to die." 


Ms. Kakoi muttered in a faint voice, looking down. 


It didn't seem like an over-dramatized statement—she must genuinely believe that it's better to 
be ruined herself than to witness the people she loves being destroyed. 


| understand it all too well when | put myself in her shoes. 


The fate of being continuously accused of a crime | didn't commit is unbearable. But if this fate 
were to befall those I've grown close to, | wouldn't be able to withstand it even once. 


I'd want to curse myself—of course, I'd feel like dying. 
Of course, | can't just say, "| understand your feelings"—it would be inconsiderate. Her feelings, 
believing she has only ever caused trouble, especially to those she loves, are beyond my 


comprehension. | can only imagine. 


If | could just say a few heartfelt words right now, my life might have been totally different but, 
unfortunately, I'm not good at comforting women. 


If anything, my life has been filled more with being comforted by women. 

Why she would share such confidences with me, whether it was alright for someone like me to 
hear such things, | feel a sense of guilt as if I've intruded into someone’s secrets without 
meaning. 

"But you know, I’m not much better when it comes to having a proper romance," 


Unable to bear the silence, | let that slip—even though | knew that wasn't the point. 


"As | was saying earlier, under such constant suspicion, it’s hard to see that | could have a 
healthy relationship with anybody. Still, I'm managing somehow." 


That wasn't the issue. My managing somehow is of no solace to Ms. Kakoi—trapped in a sense 
of helplessness, yet she went on to say, 


"Yes. | think that's amazing." 

She raised her previously downcast face. 
"Mr. Kakushidate, you're amazing." 

"Ah... no, I'm not that amazing at all." 


Praised so suddenly, and so directly, | was at a loss—not so much embarrassed as simply 
confused. 


"Because it's you, Mr. Kakushidate, | wanted you to listen to me. | thought that you, of all people, 
would surely understand how | feel." 


"Well I—" 

| couldn't say | understood. 

But to say that | didn't understand would also feel like | was dismissing her. 
As | was struggling to find an answer, Ms. Kakoi continued in a louder voice, 
"So" 


she said, and went on to make her request. 


5 
“Could you help me figure out my curse?' That's what she asked of me." 
"She asked you that?" 


After listening to my recollection, Ms. Kyoko nodded. She picked up her coffee cup only to find 
that it was already empty. 


"Mr. Kakushidate, would you like another cup?" 
"Ah... yes, please." 


“Okie dokie.” 


Ms. Kyoko walked towards the kitchen counter. Since she made her coffee from scratch, starting 
from grinding the beans, it would take a little while—instant coffee might have been faster, but 
this seemed to be how Ms. Kyoko made her coffee. 


It must have been a good timing for Ms. Kyoko to take a break, but for me, this interlude—coffee 
break—was a relief because the claim that | was "asked to figure out a curse" was a lie. 


At some point, Ms. Kyoko had stated with conviction, as if it was a belief, that "clients lie." On 
that day, she was not mistaken—because | was not actually asked to do such a thing by Ms. 
Kakoi. 

| wasn't asked to mediate anything. 

| was there entirely out of my own prerogative. 

If Ms. Kakoi was enough of a fan to attend a lecture by Ms. Kyoko, she would probably prefer 
that | refrain from such arbitrary actions—if Ms. Kyoko were not the Forgetful Detective, | would 


never have considered bringing such a request to her. 


"| see. So essentially, | need to prove that these six incidents occurred independently of her, 
correct?" 


Returning to the sofa with a coffee pot, Ms. Kyoko poured into each cup before sitting down and 
succinctly summarized the request from me. 


"To put it a bit more clearly, | must demonstrate conclusively that the 'ruin' that befell these men 
was not her fault. Is that right?" 


"Yes, that's correct. | want to resolve her mental distress somehow. | am aware that it is an 
irregular request, both in terms of detective work and the work of a great detective, but still—" 


"I understand. I'll take on the case," 
Ms. Kyoko said without letting me finish. 


"| will have a conclusion within six hours, so please, for now, take your leave—since it's eleven 
o'clock now, could you come back here at five in the afternoon?" 


"Six hours from now—?" 


| was dumbstruck by the grand claim of the fastest detective (after all, she was talking about 
solving six cases in six hours—one hour per case!), but inside, | was pumping my fist in victory. 


| hadn't managed to steer the conversation very well today, so | thought there was a chance she 
would decline the request. But even setting aside the severe misunderstanding | seem to be 
under, | wondered if there truly was enough time... However, if Ms. Kyoko says she can do it, 
then there must be a good chance of resolution, even if it's not guaranteed. 


"Then, by all means, please. | will pay the fee as promised." 
"That is only to be expected. You will have exactly six hours to get your ears ready—but," 
She said, maintaining a smile but with a slightly lower tone. 


"Should my investigation yield results that are not to your or Ms. Toshiko Kakoi's liking, | will 
report them without leniency—please understand this point." 


"? Results that are not to our liking...?" 


"That is to say—it might turn out that the curse is real. The request from Mr. Kakushidate 
includes the possibility that we conclusively establish that the six men were 'ruined' because of 
Ms. Toshiko Kakoi." 


Honestly, | couldn’t quite understand how Ms. Kyoko’s warning was supposed to apply—in 
comparison, | was more relieved that a half-wit like me had gotten away with that last lie. 


Of course, lying is not good. 


In this case, the lie | told was a meaningless one, as far as "client's lies" go—I had thought to 
myself that | should come clean if the opportunity arose, that | ought to be honest. But I just 
didn't want to be misunderstood by Ms. Kyoko any further. 


| was used to being doubted and suspected by now, but the idea of being viewed with suspicion 
by Ms. Kyoko, especially in that manner, was unbearable to an inexplicable degree—so | hid the 
truth in a split second. 


The "favor" Ms. Toshiko Kakoi asked of me the day before yesterday was not something | could 
bring myself to tell the detective—this keen journalist, who believed herself to be cursed, had 


astonishingly said to someone like me: 


"Mr. Kakushidate, | have a favor to ask. It's not something you'd normally ask of someone 
you've just met today, but please—will you marry me?" 


I think I'll be happy with you. 


I think I'll only be happy with you. 


Ch 3: Yakusuke Kakushidate, Being Threatened 


The span of six hours can be said to be long, or it can be said to be short, depending on the 
situation at hand. When devoted to uncovering the truth behind six past incidents, it would seem 
far too brief. But if it were just for waiting around doing nothing, those same six hours can feel 
excruciatingly long. 


Regrettably, | remain unemployed since the day before yesterday, with no work to utilize this 
"gap of time." Having left the Okitegami Detective Agency, | find myself with nowhere particular 
to go—I could have gone home first, but the back-and-forth would just be tiring. 


Therefore, | decide to while away the hours at a nearby library. Immersing myself in mystery 
novels while awaiting the exploits of the great detective seems an incredibly indulgent situation 
upon reflection. 


And so to think that | would be impatient, daring to hold an opinion on the time it takes for the 
fastest detective to solve a case—after all, this case has nothing to do with me, nor does it 
require a Watson, so | can't accompany and observe (just "observe") Ms. Kyoko's investigative 
process, but it stands to reason that having me—a human shackle—along wouldn't boost the 
detective's speed. Reluctantly, | find myself aptly placed, leisurely reading here. 


Waiting is also a job. Even if one is unemployed. 


It's just that, as one might expect, the content doesn't sink in—indulging in reading while Ms. 
Kyoko is hard at work seems more like negligence than luxury to me. 


No, this guilt might stem from having told a completely meaningless lie to Ms. Kyoko—or 
perhaps, it's the guilt towards Ms. Kakoi. 


The sudden, proposal-like "favor" she asked of me—l didn't take it seriously, judging it to be a 
result of her inebriation and not entirely in her right mind, and my responses thereafter were 
non-committal at best. Looking back, that was hardly an honest way to deal with the opposite 
Sex. 


It was decidedly dishonest. 
But really, how many men could respond appropriately to such a statement from a woman 
they've just met? A simple yes or no isn't even on the table—we hardly know each other's 


personalities yet. 


No, that's not true. 


We have come to know each other, having talked over the course of half a day. 
| shared the story of my life, and she shared hers—and then, she said that unbelievable thing. 


| think she was drunk, and just having unloaded years of pent-up feelings, wasn't in the clearest 
state of mind. But she probably wouldn't joke around about marriage. 


It's not easy to write off as foolishness. 
She was deadly serious. She had always been serious. 


Yet due to her seriousness, | can't help but point out that Ms. Kakoi seems to have lost sight of 
herself—I can kinda understand her predicament. 


She's defined herself as someone with a cursed fate, doomed to bring ruin to any man she 
loves, and has become utterly timid about falling for someone—however, what if there was 
someone who didn't mind being ruined? 


If a man were to appear who has come close to being ruined countless times already, yet has 
managed to avert disaster at the last moment, a man with such an astonishing exoneration 
constitution—would it be so strange to misconstrue feelings for him as more than just an 
adviser? 


Even to mistake him for a marital partner. 

Certainly, her spirit as a journalist is genuine, and therefore it's unlikely her motive in 
approaching me for an interview was merely to hear my tales that resemble a boast of 
misfortunes. However, as Ms. Kakoi listened to my stories, she must have become 
overwhelmingly empathetic—hence, at the end, she posed to me that strangely unprofessional 
question. 


"Do you currently have a girlfriend?" 


Then, with the startling assertiveness of asking me out to dinner—she may be serious, yet it's 
unmistakable that she's lost a considerable measure of composure. 


It's hardly different from being flustered. 


Responding earnestly to such a proposal isn't just difficult for a timid person like me—it's 
impossible. 


No, so then, it's not a consultation—it's a marriage proposal. 


But, losing one's composure to such an extent is, after all, understandable—she carries the 
burden of responsibility for the ruin of six men. 


Perhaps Ms. Kakoi is looking for someone she deems "okay to ruin," a person she could 
propose to indiscriminately, someone like Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate here, without particular 
concern for who it might be. 


If that were the case, it would certainly be offensive, but regardless, | had no choice but to 
respond to Ms. Kakoi with sincerity—and it's not as though my response was notably eccentric. 


For me, it's the usual approach. 


Please let me call a detective—though | certainly didn't say that out loud. 
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In the end, | lingered in the library until closing time, but perhaps because | couldn't concentrate, 
| failed to finish the detective novel | picked up—I didn't even reach the resolution, not to 
mention the first murder hadn't occurred yet. 


It was just the beginning. 


This leaves me entirely in the dark about the nature of the mystery | was dealing with. Quite 
unsatisfactory. But it can't be helped. No matter what, | can't prioritize a detective novel over an 
actual case—| did like the introduction, so once | secure a job and get paid, I'll make it a point to 
purchase it first thing. | might be of no use in solving cases, but at least | can contribute to 
society by bridging the gap between libraries and bookstores. 


On my way back from the library to Okitegami Building, | stop by the bank to withdraw the 
consulting fee—it seems I'm quite mad to be paying to resolve someone else's case. Well, it's 
not as if it's a complete stranger's affair—if | am to be the "seventh," this could be considered a 
proper self-defense measure. 


A preemptive investment to avoid the "ruin" that's looming. 


An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure—no, if | start taking Ms. Kakoi's "curse" 
seriously, it would be a total disaster. 


Ms. Kyoko might say such threatening things, but a curse that causes every loved one to face 
ruin simply cannot exist. 


It's all a matter of perception. 


Ms. Kakoi's torment and my predisposition for wrongful accusations are entirely different in 
nature—if mine is a vicious cycle, hers is unquestionably the product of coincidence. 


That must be the case. 

She might argue that it's impossible for coincidences to occur six times, but it's precisely 
because they are coincidences that they have happened six times—one should interpret it that 
way. It’s all part of risk management (or perhaps out of spite towards a suspicious character like 
me) that she said those words, and | am certain that Ms. Kyoko, upon conducting her 
investigation, has arrived at the same conclusion as me. 

With this thought, yet harboring a trace of unease within, | visited the reception room of the 
Okitegami Detective Agency for the second time today—naturally, the security check upon entry 
had to be redone from scratch. 

It might have been my imagination, but the second check seemed more thorough than the first. 
"Nice to meet you. I’m Kyoko Okitegami, the detective." 

"Eh?" 

"Just kidding. Don’t worry, | didn't fall asleep." 

| could have done without such a jolting joke... | feared I’d have to start the request all over 
again. Anyway, once more across the sofa, with Ms. Kyoko sitting across the table from me. The 
table, which should have been spread with investigation results, was bare—just as in the 
morning, only coffee cups were placed on it. 

At the Okitegami Detective Agency, which prides itself on forgetfulness, a paperless ethic is 
thoroughly implemented. Investigation results, deductions, and truths—all reside within Ms. 
Kyoko’s silver-haired head. 


Eco-friendly, naturally. 


As a Client, my role is to sit up straight and listen—that is, my role was the same as when | 
attended her lecture as a fan. 


The security check took an hour, so the current time is six in the evening. 
"So, Ms. Kyoko, what conclusion did you reach?" 
| inadvertently broke away from my role of "just listening" with that question—I couldn't wait for 


the ever-graceful Ms. Kyoko to take a sip from her coffee cup. Jumping the gun with the fastest 
detective might be considered too presumptuous. 


"Or rather, have you come to a conclusion at all... in just six hours?" 

"| have." 

She had, indeed. 

Ms. Kyoko nodded assertively. 

"To be precise, | reached the conclusion at three in the afternoon." 

"Eh... so, in just four hours?" 

| suppose the fastest detective is still the fastest even if she was rushed for time, yet | also 
thought she could have contacted me at that point—and spared me the full six hours of just 
waiting. My phone number should have been communicated when | made the request. 
"No, | used those two hours to conduct a background check on you, Mr. Kakushidate." 
"Well, just to be thorough, you might say." 

| suppose | should feel honored to have the fastest detective spend two hours on me—after all, 
my background was being scrutinized more meticulously and thoroughly than any of the six 
cases themselves. 


It's hard to tell just how suspicious | appear. 


But, as the client, I'm lying to Ms. Kyoko, so her scrutiny is actually correct—it's a situation 
where | can't claim to be falsely accused here. 


If a thorough two-hour background check clears up any doubts, that would be a stroke of luck 
for me. 


"Well then, | must go pick up my daughter from daycare, so I'll give you my report quickly.” 
... The vigilance was ongoing. Not a shred of doubt had been cleared. 


It's a mystery why Ms. Kyoko's cautious approach manifests in the guise of being a working 
mother. 


"To get straight to the point, there is no objective fact to suggest that Ms. Toshiko Kakoi has 
‘ruined’ the six men she's been involved with." 


Ms. Kyoko stated it clearly—decisively. It was such an obvious answer that it took me by 
surprise when she broached the subject out of the blue, and | couldn't immediately grasp it. 


The answer lacked any element of surprise. 
There were no objective facts. 


Relieved, | sighed in relief at this obvious conclusion—as if it was my own issue, which, of 
course, it actually was. 


"Or rather," 

As | was processing this, Ms. Kyoko continued her report. 

"Of the six men, only two can be said to have been 'ruined'—it's not a matter of numbers, but for 
the other four, the term ‘ruined’ seems a bit unfitting. That's my personal opinion, and | don't 
know how Mr. Kakushidate or Ms. Toshiko Kakoi would feel about it—" 

"Ah... two, you say?" 

"Yes." 

Ms. Kyoko nodded. 

What exactly that entails, | can't say until | hear a detailed explanation. However, if the number 
of "ruins" attributed to six is reduced to two, the impression is significantly different. Of course, 
as Ms. Kyoko says, it's not a simple matter of comparing numbers (fewer is not necessarily 


better). Moreover, she claims that those two cases are not Ms. Kakoi's responsibility. 


"I'll go through the investigation report case by case in order—I'm also pleased to have good 
news to report." 


Ms. Kyoko added that remark, though what she truly thinks, | don't know. 

"First, regarding the first love from when Ms. Toshiko Kakoi was a kindergartner—" 

"Yes, please proceed." 

The way she referred to him as "first love" struck me as quite quaint—perhaps it's a dramatic 


flair unique to a great detective. After all, you can't resolve a mystery with the overused phrase 
"big brother." 


"In my investigation, | confirmed that there was indeed a boy named Nobunori Imazawa, who 
was a fifth-grader living in the neighborhood where Ms. Toshiko Kakoi spent her early childhood. 
He was involved in a traffic accident apparently caused by running a red light, and young Mr. 
Imazawa suffered serious injuries including multiple fractures." 


| was taken aback by the smooth articulation of the "first love's" details—well, | thought | knew 
that that was what asking a detective to investigate was all about, but the precision with which 
the vague event | had conveyed (which | had only heard about from Ms. Kakoi in a similarly 
vague manner) was quickly and thoroughly researched was astonishing. From Ms. Kakoi's 
childhood address to the full name of her "first love." 


"|-In just six hours... or rather four hours, how did you manage to uncover so much?" 


"As for the methods of our investigation, they are a corporate secret, so please forgive me for 
not disclosing them—besides, it's probably better if you don't know. Not all the methods we used 
were exactly orthodox." 


Ms. Kyoko said this with a composed expression. 


Certainly, it's impossible to research someone's entire upbringing in four hours using 
conventional methods—or forty minutes when it comes to just about the "first love." 


"Of course, we also pursued conventional approaches. | even extended my visit to the library 
where Mr. Kakushidate was engrossed in reading, painstakingly combing through past 
newspapers." 


No, you could have at least told me about that. 
| wish she wouldn't behave as if she'd been secretly monitoring my actions during the wait. 


"So, the fact that the "big brother" from the first love was in a traffic accident and hospitalized is 
true. Then, the story that they moved away afterwards—" 


"Yes, that was indeed as Ms. Toshiko Kakoi stated—however, the way she phrased it, it 
sounded as if the terrible accident her son was involved in was the cause of the move. However, 
it appears there is no such causality. The reason for the move was the father of Nobunori 
Imazawa's job transfer—it seems they were a family used to relocating and had not lived in that 
town for very long." 


| see. 
No, now that she mentioned it, Ms. Kakoi, who was a kindergarten child back then, said that she 


hadn't heard the details about the accident or the move from her parents either—so it might 
have been an attempt to connect the dots, but well, thinking about it, it's not necessarily the 


case that their son being in a traffic accident directly caused the move. She arbitrarily 
interpreted it as them moving for the sake of treatment and recuperation from the aftereffects of 
the accident— 

But what if that were so? How would that turn out? 

"As for the aftereffects, they don't seem to have been that severe. At least, not to the extent that 
they interfere with daily life. According to the follow-up investigation of the place they moved to, 
he now seems to be working normally without needing any hospital visits—uh, shall | explain in 
detail about the kind of woman her "first love’ married later and what kind of family they are 
building?" 

"N-No, that won't be necessary." 

That's enough to hear. 


Or rather, she's uncovered that much? 


Once again, | am amazed by Ms. Kyoko's investigative skills—what kind of methods did she 
follow to dig all this up? 


Even if she tells me it's better not to know, it still piques my curiosity. 
Well, Ms. Kyoko, who regularly assists in police investigations, could potentially access their 
database if she wanted to... but, having forgotten that she had cooperated with an investigation, 


it's unlikely she used that method. 


"If he's living healthily now, there's nothing better than that—if he's working and has a family, 
then certainly, he hasn't 'faced ruin." 


"Yes. That's my judgment." 

"Then, the sense of responsibility Ms. Kakoi feels might be somewhat reduced. Well, even so, 
just thinking that someone you like got into a traffic accident because of you would be 
distressing..." 

"That too is not her fault. The cause was running a red light." 

"That's even more outrageous. To be hit by a car that ran a red light—" 


"The one who ran the red light was Nobunori Imazawa." 


A primary school student, Ms. Kyoko noted. 


"Of course, according to road traffic laws, it would be the driver's fault that is questioned. He 
was incarcerated for a very short period in a traffic prison... So, in this case, there is no room to 
question Ms. Kakoi's responsibility. It's a typical traffic accident caused by her ‘first love’ running 
out into the road at a red light and the driver's inattention." 


I'm left speechless. 


Curses or fate, there's no room for such occult elements in this logically tight resolution—will 
Ms. Kyoko resolve the remaining five cases with the same clarity? 


It's a bland, realistic resolution, but it's still a resolution by a great detective. 


"Are you satisfied with the explanation? Then, let's move on to the second case. The second 
boyfriend. A classmate who committed suicide by jumping off a building in the fourth 
grade—yes, in his case, since he sadly took his own life, it wouldn't be inappropriate to say 
‘ruin.’ It fits rather well. He, Hoku Kiyama, was the target of bullying in the class. There was no 
mistake in that information. The lawsuit that the bereaved family has brought against the school 
and the local government is still ongoing, it seems." 


The trial has continued for over ten years, huh. 

Just hearing it makes me feel heavy—it was mentioned in the interview with Ms. Kakoi that 
proper atonement should be sought according to the law, considering the unfounded suspicions 
cast upon her, but listening to such dragged-out mudslinging makes me feel a renewed aversion 
to the courtroom itself. 


It's not something that can be answered right away, | Suppose. 


"Since there was no suicide note, it seems to be particularly challenging. The school being sued 
is claiming that there was no bullying." 


"Well, they wouldn't admit there was bullying, would they?" 
"Even if it is acknowledged that it happened, the traditional saying is, ‘Whether that was the 
direct cause is unknown'—a pattern that has been persistently repeated for more than a decade 


until now. 


‘It seems unlikely that there was no bullying at all, but as for the extent of the problem, as 
outsiders, we have no choice but to wait for the conclusion of the trial,’ she said. 


Ms. Kyoko said such cautious words—but indeed, she was right. 


False accusations are not only made against individuals. Assuming that organizations such as 
schools and municipalities are lying for self-preservation is also, likewise, not a praiseworthy act. 


‘However, since Ms. Toshiko Kakoi herself has said she was unaware of Hoku Kiyama 
experiencing bullying, she, too, is an outsider like us. It might be mixed up with the guilt of not 
being able to stop the suicide of a close classmate, but just because she was associated with 
Kiyama, it does not mean that he committed suicide because of her.' 


| see. 
It's the same confusion | had. 


If we separate the individual conditions and consider them, that's what it comes to—when 
someone close to us is struck by a tragedy, it's natural for anyone to emotionally take on the 
burden of thinking, 'Wasn't there something | could have done?' But when considering the 
situation at the time, what exactly could have been done? 


Especially since Ms. Kakoi was a primary school student at the time. 


It may sound harsh, but even if Ms. Kakoi had not been involved, wouldn't that child have 
chosen their own death...? 


‘Let's move on to the story of the third man. The third guy, a senior in the soccer club during high 
school... to be more precise, a senior when Ms. Toshiko Kakoi was a freshman, Chozo 
Usukawa. It seems he was a popular striker with a fan club-like group within the school. | 
wonder if Ms. Kakoi is also a member of the fan club? He retired due to a ligament injury during 
a match...’ 


‘Yes, that's what she said.' 


If it were high-profile information like a traffic accident or a suicide jump, you could search for it 
in newspapers, but to pinpoint the personal name in an episode where a high school student 
was injured during a match is truly impressive. Perhaps it was traced from soccer club alumni or 
from a former member of the fan club. 


She doesn't seem like the type to join a fan club, but then again, Ms. Kakoi had her high school 
girl days, too. 


‘Since it's an intense sport, injuries are rather inevitable, and it doesn't seem like there's room 
for Ms. Kakoi to be involved... The responsibility for an athlete's injury should lie with the coach, 
as per the common sense view. However, we can hypothesize that the player took risks to 
please the junior girls watching the game, so we can't say for certain.’ 


It's the height of one's youth. 


It wouldn't be surprising if such things happened. 


It was a youth completely unrelated to me, who had already developed a tendency to be 
wrongfully accused, but then it's not unreasonable for Ms. Kakoi to feel responsible—'it's my 
fault' would be a natural thought. 


Because it's a delicate period of adolescence. 


Especially since it's the third time, events from the time she was a kindergartner or a primary 
school student must also be in mind. 


‘However, Mr. Kakushidate. Even if Ms. Toshiko Kakoi was involved in some way with Chozo 
Usukawa's injury, that's just what it is—a tale, and nothing more than that. For the third man, it 
cannot be called 'ruin.' Certainly, he had to retire from the soccer club because of that injury, but 
originally, he was a senior. He was supposed to retire soon anyway.’ 


"By the way, the soccer team lost the next match, and the other third-year students retired, so it 
was mostly a tiny interval. Furthermore, the ligament injury he sustained healed well after 
surgery, and he continued to play soccer in college. Currently, he's even playing for a 
professional club team." 


What's that? Far from ruin, it sounds like he’s sailing with a full wind. 

It pays to do a follow-up investigation. 

Sure, sustaining an injury during club activities is undoubtedly a sad event for a high school 
student, but it's not the end of one's life. When you think about it in the long term, such an 
incident is a recoverable accident, and there’s always a chance to start over. 

However, that doesn’t mean that the shock a sensitive first-year high school student 
experienced at the time simply vanishes... Yet, Knowing his current situation would completely 
change one's impression. 


"As for the fourth guy, | have almost nothing to say," Ms. Kyoko continued fluently. 


"His name is Toru Shimahara—well, he's a college student now, so | suppose it's 'Mr. 
Shimahara'?" 


"Um, the honor student who started dating Ms. Kakoi in college, and then his grades 
plummeted, he repeated years and dropped out of college, and is now missing... Is he, among 
the six, the second one who ‘faced ruin'?" 


"Not at all. Instead, he might be the farthest from ‘ruin’. Isn't it normal for a student who excelled 
in his studies to fall into a slump because of a romantic relationship?" 


‘Normal'—is it really? 

Well, | have my doubts about making such a definitive statement. 

It might be a matter of how you phrase it. 

"Mr. Kakushidate, | think you want to hear this, but it seems Mr. Shimahara was Ms. Kakoi’s first 
real 'relationship'. The times in kindergarten, elementary, and high school were, it seems, rather 


adorable to be called love affairs." 


Not that Mr. Kakushidate here wanted to hear her say so (what could possibly have been her 
conclusion after two hours spent investigating me?), but still, | see—that was expected. 


"It's not necessarily because of that, but their relationship appeared to be quite deep... And yet, 
it seems Ms. Kakoi was able to maintain her grades. However, her partner, unfortunately, 


couldn’t do the same—but, there are many people in the world who drop out of college." 


"Certainly, you can't say that dropping out alone equates to 'ruin’... But then, what about 
afterwards? Mr. Shimahara is missing, isn't he? There are rumors he's not in Japan—" 


"Yes, that rumor is true. However, just hearing ‘not in Japan’ gives an impression as if he fled the 
country, but in Mr. Shimahara's case, it's not as pessimistic as it sounds. It's more accurate to 
describe it as a young man's wanderlust abroad." 


"Like a backpacker?" 


"Exactly. Leaving college and starting a journey of 'self-discovery' seems to have been his 
starting point." 


Hearing this, it sounds all the more common. Just an ordinary occurrence. 

Ms. Kyoko added, 

"It seems that Mr. Shimahara has found his 'self on the African continent, and currently, he 
appears to be involved in something akin to volunteer work, participating in an NGO camp. 
Considering how many people he must be helping locally, no one would think that he has faced 


ruin." 


Hmm. 


That's not just an ordinary case of self-discovery; it's a remarkable success. 


During her lecture, Ms. Kyoko said she didn't have the luxury to go on a quest for self-discovery, 
but even if she has forgotten about that, | wonder what she thinks upon hearing such stories. 


Well, unlike the previous three cases, in this one, it seems plausible to say that his relationship 
with Ms. Kakoi was directly involved as a turning point in his life, but it is not so unique as to be 
called a curse, and the "self" he found after such a search is so admirable that it leaves one ata 
loss for words. 

It may well have been the catalyst for his leap forward. 

"However, Ms. Kyoko, you've done extensive research, even overseas." 


Details that would take an ordinary detective six days, not just six hours, to uncover. 


Come to think of it, Mr. Kondo once mentioned seeing someone who looked like Kyoko 
overseas... could there be a connection? 


Ms. Kyoko did not answer my comment (perhaps it's a "trade secret"), 


"In any case, the life that followed for our fourth person can hardly be said to be typical, yet it's 
even harder to say that his life is unhappy." 


"It seems the college environment wasn't a good fit for him—meeting Ms. Kakoi in a club dealing 
with international inequality issues, he appears to have been interested in overseas and 
volunteer work from the beginning. While their relationship was certainly a cause, he seems not 
to have taken it as negatively as Ms. Kakoi might have." 


If that's the case, it's a sad discrepancy in perception. 
To be troubled by something the person in question is not concerned about. 


Hearing that he belonged to such a serious club, | realized that Ms. Kakoi had been earnest 
from the start. 


Even if she joined the fan club of a popular striker, that's just one facet of her. 


"Compared to that, it would be fair to use the word ‘ruin’ for our fifth person. The fifth one... Mr. 
Soeki Mineta seems to have been factually driven to resign from his company—the state of his 
current life is, well, not exactly rosy. However, this case could be said to be self-inflicted... After 
all, the major factor leading to his voluntary resignation was his relationships with multiple 
women within the company, aside from Ms. Kakoi." 


"Self-inflicted... indeed." 


It's not just that he had relationships with several women, but that this behavior was within the 
company, raises the possibility of various harassment issues. 


Was Ms. Kakoi one of his subordinates...? 


If that's the case, while | wouldn't go as far as to say he "deserved" ruin, there's certainly little 
room for sympathy. If he got off with just a voluntary resignation, perhaps he was rather lucky. 


"Speaking of which, you, Mr. Kakushidate, seem to change jobs quite often as well." 
What's with that insinuation? 
| only leave because it becomes awkward to stay. 


| believe in keeping work and romance strictly separate—no, there's no need to separate them 
since l'm out of work anyway. 


However, if we're talking about feeling out of place, it's possible that Ms. Kakoi left that major 
publishing house, her first employer, and moved to the current magazine company for the same 
reason. 

Such a speculation is viable. 

If that's the case, she might actually be the victim... But by that time, had she already become 
so accustomed to negative thinking? Could it be that she took on the responsibility for such a 
"ruin," which could only be described as poetic justice— or perhaps, Ms. Kakoi is still unaware 
of the fact her superior was involved with other women as well. 

"Shall we move on to the sixth person?" 


"Ah, yes." 


| got lost in thought, but now that we've come this far, it's better to hear about the sixth 
person—the last one. 


He was the founder of a venture company that she met after starting her new job. 
A young entrepreneur. 


Considering they were even engaged to be married, it should be seen as the most serious 
relationship (setting aside the fact that she had also promised marriage to "big brother"). 


If we pick out the part where the company's performance deteriorated after they started dating, it 
resembles the situation with the fourth person from her college days, but they were adults, 
unlike back then. 


It's unlikely they were so absorbed in their romance that they neglected the management of their 
company... well, you can never be sure with people. If you start that line of reasoning, even the 
situation with the fifth person could be seen as all parties treating it as an "adult relationship." 


"The sixth person... Mr. Suguhisa Kamemura may have experienced a temporary ‘ruin' — since 
he ended up crushing his company and the engagement was broken off. However, he's now 
attempting to start a new company in the same industry." 


"Really? Already?" 


"Yes. He has remarkable vitality—l'd like to learn from him as a lord of my own castle, though I'll 
forget about it by tomorrow." 


"The company that Mr. Suguhisa Kamemura had to shut down while dating Ms. Kakoi Toshiko 
wasn't his first attempt at establishing a business... While it's true that marriage was off the 
table, it doesn't seem to have been a fatal blow from which he couldn't recover." 


"Hmm." 
| can't help but groan. 


Considering Ms. Kakoi is younger than me, from my perspective, he must be younger as well, 
but he seems to be quite the impressive man. 


Perhaps | should take a leaf out of the book of this man whose name I've only just learned. 
Maybe | should even consider his company for my next job application. Regardless of whether 
or not an impressive man like him would hire me. 


"Just to confirm, Ms. Kakoi wasn't the cause of the company going under, right?" 

"At least from what I've investigated, the downturn in performance was not due to human 
error—it was a chain bankruptcy that started with a major client's bounced payments. You can't 
blame Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, let alone Mr. Suguhisa Kamemura—it's true that as the head, he had 


to take responsibility, but he settled all accounts after parting ways with Ms. Kakoi." 


"Naturally, Ms. Kakoi had nothing to do with that major client's bankruptcy, right?" 


| asked for double assurance, to which | was told, "I haven't looked into that far, but would you 
like me to conduct a further investigation?" 


Maybe I'm overthinking it. 

If she had that much influence, it wouldn't be a curse anymore. 

This means that the sixth man didn't face any "ruin", and it wasn't Ms. Kakoi's fault either. 
There's no objective fact about Ms. Toshiko Kakoi causing the ruin of six men—the more | hear 
about Ms. Kyoko's investigative results, the more convincing they are. It's all Ms. Kakoi's 
assumptions or perhaps, misunderstandings—moreover, most of the individuals didn't even 
experience "ruin," so there's absolutely no need for Ms. Kakoi to fret. 


That's really good. Truly a relief. 


Well, this should have been the expected outcome, but having it proven with evidence and 
logical argument makes it all the more reassuring, | wonder? 


As I'm admiring Ms. Kyoko's detective skills anew, 

"Now, as for the seventh man, Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate," 

Ms. Kyoko continued. 

"Ah, no, I'm not the seventh man." 

| hastily denied it, to which Ms. Kyoko chuckled with a "Oh, is that so?" 

"| had deduced that perhaps Ms. Toshiko Kakoi had passionately proposed to Mr. Kakushidate." 
Damn, | fell silent. 


This is as good as a resounding affirmation—almost like an immediate answer. But how did she 
come to such a deduction? 


"Oh my, did | hit the bullseye? Well, | Knew from the start that the story about Ms. Toshiko Kakoi 
asking you to come here on her behalf was a lie, but just now, that was merely me laying a 


trap." 


She is too skillful at laying traps. 


No, well, beyond the power of deduction, the art of bluffing is also an indispensable element for 
a detective—but how did she figure out the lie | told? 


Well, if | think about it, there’s never been a time when Ms. Kyoko didn’t see through a lie I, as 
her client, told her. 


Still, I'm puzzled. 


No matter how you look at it, the contents of the conversation that took place in the private room 
of the restaurant, in other words, in a sealed room—shouldn't be guessable even by bluffing. 


"Come now, | made sure to disclose the information. With the leftover time, | also investigated 
Mr. Kakushidate—calling your situation a 'catastrophe' is putting it mildly, isn't it? Your life has 
been far more tumultuous than any of the men Ms. Toshiko Kakoi has been involved with. | had 
no idea it went to such an extent. | probably cleared your name of false charges several 
times—" 


Ms. Kyoko was about to touch upon past incidents | had forgotten, so she stopped the 
investigation there and revealed her reasoning. 


"Considering your life story, Mr. Kakushidate, it wouldn't be strange for Ms. Toshiko Kakoi to see 
you not just as a mere confidant but to think, 'Maybe this person can nullify my curse,' even if it 
meant throwing caution to the wind. | exaggerated with the proposal part just in case my 
deduction was off the mark." 


So that's what it was. 

| have something to say about the phrase ‘throwing caution to the wind’, but | can understand it. 
"So, Mr. Kakushidate, you intended to ask me to investigate Ms. Toshiko Kakoi to confirm that 
there is no such thing as a curse, meaning that marrying her would bring you no harm. At the 
same time, by earning her gratitude, you aimed to quickly establish an engagement, isn't that 
right?" 


Do | look like such a wicked person? 


Why, with a logic almost akin to a wild guess, can she deduce the correct answer so accurately 
and yet miss the mark right at the very end? 


I’m reminded of the importance of first impressions—it makes me wish tomorrow would come 
sooner. 


However, on second thought, when | was framed and sought her help, Ms. Kyoko always starts 
by investigating my circumstances, so this might be considered a standard pattern for her. 


But | should make a clarification. 


"It's true | was proposed to, but | intended to refuse, and that's why | asked for Ms. Kyoko’s 
help—lI couldn't possibly accept a proposal based on such a clear misunderstanding." 


"Eh!" 
Ms. Kyoko’s hands flew to her mouth in shock and astonishment. 
Is it really that surprising? 


"| don't understand... it defies the rule. Mr. Kakushidate, think about it. You will never get an 
opportunity like this again, you know?" 


Ms. Kyoko spoke with a serious look in her eyes, trying to persuade me. | don't know what kind 
of investigation she managed to conduct with the little time she had, but | don't recall ever being 
so certain that | wouldn't get "such an opportunity again"—why is my refusal to the proposal 
against some sort of rule? 

What rule is that? 

"Because, do you really think there can be anyone else? A woman who knows about your 
tendencies to be falsely accused and still would marry you? |, for one, would definitely find it 
impossible," she said, her distaste for me no longer hidden—I guess that's "today's Ms. Kyoko" 
for you. Rise quickly, tomorrow's sun. 

It was impossible to clear up this misunderstanding today. 

"Just like my husband, who is also the father of our precious only daughter, loves me despite my 
forgetful nature—a rare and valuable existence. Ms. Toshiko Kakoi might be that precious fateful 
person for you, too. Are you really okay with letting this chance slip away?" 

Please stop adding a strange reality to lies with words like husband and father. 


So this is how you lie—with a tough enough spirit to keep telling them even if you're caught. 


But because the lie was so convincing, it was as if the persuasion from my true feelings had lost 
its force... Anyway, l, 


"Regardless of what you say, | have no intention of accepting Ms. Kakoi's proposal," 


| declared loudly. 


Fully aware that nothing | could say would improve my image at this point, | still wanted to show 
off a little in front of "today's Ms. Kyoko." 


"She has gone through enough painful relationships. | want her to be happy from now on—| 
don't want to drag her into my false accusations." 


That makes perfect sense, | agree completely, I've come to understand smoothly, it's naturally 
the thing to do, it's settled completely in my mind—so when it came time to pay the bill without 
delay, | handed Ms. Kyoko the envelope with the money | had withdrawn earlier. With a handling 
of the bills more graceful than anything | had seen even during her time at the credit union, Ms. 
Kyoko carefully checked the contents—such zero trust, it's almost refreshing at this point. 


"Yes, certainly. Thank you very much. | must be going to pick up my only daughter now, so 
please do leave promptly," she said. 


The time spent on the report, in the end, was about thirty minutes, so the current time was six 
thirty—quite late to pick up a child from daycare, but surely there must be some circumstances. 
Like not having an only daughter, perhaps. 

So | was somewhat chased out (or perhaps really chased out) of the Okitegami Detective 
Agency—wondering if the blue tarps would be removed from the building's exterior by the time | 
next arrived. 

No, I'd rather not feel the need to come back a next time. 


| returned to my home. 


To a cramped single room in an apartment with virtually no security to speak of—where you 
couldn't either hope for auto-lock or security cameras. 


The door to my place does have a lock, but it's such a cheap thing that even someone 
inexperienced like myself could pick it. As for the door chain, it's a chain that feels like it could 
be torn off with a bit of a pull. 


The disparity with the Okitegami Building is stark. 


Sometimes | tilt my head in wonder why lI, living in such an environment, continue to pay money 
to someone like Ms. Kyoko, who lives in such a well-maintained setting. 


Well, it's not so much that moving is a hassle, but rather that | do have savings enough to afford 
a slightly larger place... However, given my circumstances, never knowing when | might need to 
call a detective, | have to keep a minimum in savings for those emergencies. 


But repeating this cycle, | sometimes lose sight of what | am working for—I don't intend to work 
just to be accused wrongly and to pay for a detective's services. 


Patterned. 


Because Ms. Kyoko is the forgetful detective, the feeling of repetition is exceedingly 
strong—though today was quite irregular, in the end, it was smoother than usual. 


If it could always be this way, that would be great. 
No, being disliked all the time would be a problem. To put it bluntly, | would refuse it outright. 


Switching gears with that thought, | was about to prepare a late dinner when my phone, which | 
had just plugged into the charger, rang. 


| picked it up thinking it might be the result of a job interview | had attended recently, but the 
name displayed on the LCD screen was "Toshiko Kakoi (Steady Pace)." 


That's right. Ms. Kakoi had said she would summarize the interview into a manuscript and 
contact me within a few days—thanks to the consultation and the marriage proposal | received 
at the restaurant | moved to afterwards, | had completely forgotten about the job matter. 

No wonder | get fired, being like that. 

However, the fact that Ms. Kakoi could've summarized an hours-long interview in just two days 
might also indicate her excellence as a writer—or perhaps it's also a form of protest because | 
had postponed responding to the proposal. 


Either way, it's troubling. 


Even though | had asked Ms. Kyoko to investigate and prove that there was no curse of fate, | 
hadn't thought at all about how to convey that to Ms. Kakoi. 


Maybe it's overthinking, but for a young woman, being investigated by the opposite sex without 
permission might not feel good—Ms. Kyoko, a professional third party, felt that way too. 


What must the person herself feel? 


Moreover, I've almost entirely relayed the private conversations exchanged in a secluded space 
to a "third party." 


What would anyone else think of such a person? 


For several seconds, | pondered over what clever tactics or persuasive strategy | could use to 
make Ms. Kakoi understand that all my actions were "for her sake," but then in the next few 
seconds, | gave up and answered the phone. 


It's impossible. There's no room for excuses. 


Even the worst criminal caught in the act would break down—faced with such a situation, one 
would have nothing to do but spout a torrent of confessions, even when not asked. 


After all, the excuse of doing it 'for her sake’ can only pass muster when it's without expecting 
anything in return—pretending to be brave for Ms. Kyoko is one thing, but trying to justify myself 
to Ms. Kakoi is the height of selfishness. 


Thanks to Ms. Kyoko, my plans have largely been fulfilled, so | should be satisfied with 
that—this isn't' the time to pretend | didn't notice the incoming call. 


What | can and should do now is to spill everything out before Ms. Kakoi, knowing the outrage | 
have caused, ends the call in a fit of rage. 


| might not match up to the fastest detective, but surely | can become the fastest confessing 
criminal. 


Since it's come to this, | should also confess that at Ms. Kyoko's lecture, | had witnessed her 
from behind—or more precisely, her ‘black hair.' It might be our last conversation, so | should 
leave no regrets. Whether it's giving or receiving, once is enough for a bad experience. 


As expected, Ms. Kakoi tried to start with work matters, saying she had finished compiling a 
special feature on wrongful accusations and wanted me to look at the manuscript, to be handed 
over tomorrow and checked by next week. But | laid everything out to her—no, it would be more 
accurate to say | dumped it all out. 


My confession was a disorganized mess, nowhere near the systematic explanations provided 
by Ms. Kakoi herself or the careful commentaries by Ms. Kyoko—just a spontaneous, unordered 
outpouring of whatever came to mind, a 'no-holds-barred confession.’ 


Well, at least | was quick. 


That might have made the essential content even harder to understand—essentially a one-way 
speech delivered almost without pausing for breath, to avoid being interrupted by Ms. Kakoi. 


What | really wanted to convey was that the 'ruin' of the six men she was so troubled about was 
not her fault, and that most of them had not even ‘faced ruin’ at all—l wanted her to understand 
that no matter what. 


| think it got through. 
To confess, | did harbor some selfish hopes. 


After all, | had only done what | wanted to do for her sake, so | shouldn't expect gratitude, as 
much as my earlier words would suggest. Yet, being human, | couldn't help but hope that 
maybe, just maybe, by some mistake, Ms. Kakoi might thank me. Based on the impression 
when she interviewed me, she was calm, serious, intellectual, and an adult capable of fair 
judgment. She listened silently to my rapid-fire story until the end, so | thought, 'Maybe, just 
maybe.’ 


But | was scolded. 
Furious, she was. 


| wondered if it's possible to be scolded so much by someone for acting with selfless intentions 
for someone else's sake. 


| had never been scolded like that, even when accused of any crime—in fact, | was worried she 
might cry, but it turned out | was the one close to tears. 


However, what angered Ms. Kakoi the most was not that | conducted an investigation into her 
personal life without permission or that | brought her private matters to Ms. Kyoko of all 
people—though, without a doubt, that was unpleasant enough for her. 


What Ms. Kakoi was most angry about was that | had tried to refuse her proposal for such a 
reason. 


"If you don't like me, you could just say so clearly—what's this about hiring a detective to refuse 
me with logic? You're making a fool of women." 


I'm depicted as a rare sight nowadays, like some arch-villain from olden times. That wasn't my 
intention, but, unlike the misunderstanding made by Ms. Kyoko, | can't escape the accusation of 
insincerity once I've given cause to think so. 


| never meant to hurt anyone; in fact, | wanted nothing more than for someone like Ms. Kakoi to 
be happy no matter what. 


"You bringing your request to Ms. Kyoko is still forgivable. If it was to the forgetful detective, then 
| would have wanted to do the same—if | could. But to say you did all this just to reject my 
proposal, that's something | can never forgive." 


Ms. Kakoi said with an intense, pressing tone. 

"Mr. Kakushidate. Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate. By tomorrow, when | hand over the interview 
manuscript to you, please think of a suitable way to decline. If | don't get an answer that satisfies 
me, | will use whatever means necessary to ruin you." 
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When someone from the media declares they will "ruin you," it's beyond imagination what they 
could actually do. 


What a mess. 
This would surely turn me into "the seventh." 


| was supposed to teach Ms. Kakoi that she didn't ruin the person she loved, so how did it come 
to this... It's not just the cart before the horse; it has completely backfired. 


Is it really possible for things to go this wrong—to pay money and end up being disliked by two 
women? What sort of trend is that? 


| didn't care what people thought of me as a result of my selfish behavior, but when things got to 
this point, | was indeed forced to keep my wits about me to protect myself. 


| need to develop a self-defense strategy. 


Indeed, | should have realized sooner that as a way to decline a proposal, it was the worst 
possible approach. No suitor would be convinced by a presentation that says, "The proposal 
one party made to another is void due to a mistaken premise." Even if my logic was sound, 
explaining that "It's just your overconsciousness, there's no such thing as a curse," wouldn't 
have touched her heart. Rather, it must have been nothing but humiliating for her. 


But then, what is a "suitable way to decline"? What is a refusal she can be satisfied with? Is 
there even such a thing? | did say | didn't intend to hurt anyone, but to decline a proposal 


without causing pain is impossible. 


It's more impossible than an impossible crime. 


At this point, without regard for shame or appearances, should | ask Mr. Kondo to intervene? 
After all, Ms. Kakoi was introduced to me by Mr. Kondo, and he, being a man among men who 
must have been popular in various situations, might know a way out of this when push comes to 
shove. 


However, as much as l'm okay with being embarrassed, | don't intend to embarrass Mr. Kondo, 
who would be mediating. | owe him enough already without causing further trouble. Yet, this 
situation also isn't one where a detective should be called in. The detective | call might just end 
up blaming me. 


While such thoughts were swirling in my head (going around in circles, one might say), to an 
outsider, | must have looked like a huge man, clutching a mobile phone, shivering and crouching 
down. 

The call from Ms. Kakoi came around 8 PM, but without making dinner, or even getting into the 
bath or bed, before | knew it, the clock hands had gone full circle, pointing to two in the deep of 
night. 


That would make it six hours that I've been crouching here. 


It's about the same amount of time | was waiting for Ms. Kyoko's investigation—although waiting 
for six hours felt long, shivering through six hours passed in the blink of an eye. 


Given that there's a time limit, I'd wish for time to pass more gently right now if possible. 

At this rate, morning will come too quickly, and the time | promised to meet Ms. Kakoi for the 
handover of the interview manuscript, that is, the deadline, seems like it will arrive in no time at 
all. The realization that having a time limit on my thoughts could be such pressure jolted my 
mind into alertness, which had been both contemplating and not contemplating, and this was 
sparked by another incoming call. 


Two in the morning. 


For me, currently more terrified than if | had encountered a ghost, the concept of the witching 
hour is the least of my concerns, but still, a call at two in the morning is anything but ordinary. 


| feared it was a reminder call from Ms. Kakoi—but it wasn't. 
It wasn't a reminder; it was even more urgent. 


Displayed on the LCD screen was "Okitegami Kyoko (The Forgetful Detective - The Okitegami 
Detective Agency)"—Ms. Kyoko? 


"Hello?" 


"Mr. Kakushidate, lm Kyoko Okitegami, the detective." 
That was the introduction that came through as | reflexively pressed the receive button. 


But she didn't say "Nice to meet you"—which means, she keeps her memory from when we 
parted in the evening. 


Backing up my thoughts, Ms. Kyoko said in a solemn voice, 

"The date may have changed, but it's still 'today,' right?" 

Perhaps it would be more accurate to say she sounded sleepy rather than solemn. 
"Actually, I'm in front of your apartment right now." 

"What? Ms. Kyoko, what did you just say?" 


"There's something | need to tell you, Mr. Kakushidate—before | forget it." 


Ch 4: Yakusuke Kakushidate, Being Liked 


It might be commonly imagined that a single man's room tends to be a mess, but my room is 
different. As previously mentioned, its narrowness makes cleaning every corner easier. 
However, the compactness of the room also entails a tendency towards clutter, making tidiness 
not so straightforward. 


| am not particularly meticulous by nature, nor am | excessively fastidious. While job hunting 
keeps me busy, maintaining some degree of cleanliness is a burden on my schedule, yet | keep 
at least a certain level of cleanliness. I'm careful not to accumulate too much stuff—why? 


It's obvious, for | never know when | might be wrongfully accused—if someone were to step into 
my room and find it "suspiciously" messy, wouldn't that deepen their suspicion? 


| cannot afford to live in a space that would amplify doubts. 


Perhaps | don't move from my modest room to avoid giving the impression of luxury (to not 
provide an opportunity for suspicion). 


Not that there's no furniture at all, like some sterilized room—that would be conspicuously 
abnormal, so a certain degree of furnishing is necessary. 


It is not exactly a case of "abstain from all appearance of evil," but there was a time when | was 
mentally exhausted, and | had posters of TV stations and newspapers on the wall—l assumed 
that this way, if something were to happen, maybe my room wouldn't end up in the news. 


| aimed for a good impression. Through love. 

But going to such lengths soon made it look like the room of a dangerous person, so | quickly 
took them down—l was really out of my mind. Even with all that effort, when you're suspected, 
you're suspected, and in the end, if the room is too tidy, they'll say, "He lives in an old apartment, 
yet it looks like a model home," or something to that effect. 


It's a wasted effort. 


In reality, it was a waste—I am now on the verge of being ruined by someone involved in the 
media. 


As | said over and over in the interview, no matter what | do, | can't avoid being wrongfully 
accused. 


Regarding the current issue, it's tough to outright call it a wrongful accusation—but apparently, 
even futile efforts can sometimes yield unexpected benefits. 


Because | was able to welcome my unimaginable visitor at the unimaginable hour of two in the 
morning without panicking. 


Well, | didn't exactly avoid panicking. 


| hadn't anticipated inviting the Forgetful Detective—Ms. Kyoko—into my room at all. 
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"You live in an old apartment, yet it looks like a model home, it's very suspicious, isn't it?" 


Ms. Kyoko, who had entered the room after taking off her shoes, looked around and said 
that—causing me to feel a wave of disappointment, as it seemed that was the expected 
impression. However, her candid behavior made it clear that she still was "today's Ms. Kyoko." 


She keeps her memory since we met at the office during the day—I remain thoroughly disliked. 
Certainly, there's nothing strange about it. 


The Forgetful Detective, who loses her memory each day, is, to be precise, a forgetful detective 
whose memory resets every time she sleeps—in other words, as long as she doesn't sleep, her 
memory remains intact. 


In theory, if she were to pull all-nighters repeatedly, her memory could continue indefinitely—of 
course, there's a limit, but for instance, | have witnessed her continue to function without sleep 
for nearly a week. 


By the end of it, she was a staggering mess, and although her memory was preserved, it was 
debatable whether her sanity was. Nonetheless, however one should medically interpret it, 
that's how her system works. 


Hence, just because the hands of the clock have made their rounds to the top doesn't mean that 
Ms. Kyoko forgets what happened between us in the reception room of the Okitegami Detective 
Agency inside the Okitegami Building—however, that's not what bothers me. 


What | can't help feeling uneasy about, whether it's "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko," "today's Ms. 
Kyoko," or "tomorrow's Ms. Kyoko," is why she decided to visit my home, which is completely 
beyond me. 


Although I have known Ms. Kyoko for quite some time (unilaterally, as for her, it's always a "first 
meeting"), there has never been an instance, regardless of the case or suspicion cast upon me, 
where she has entered my room. 


Tendentially, in cases where | must allow someone into my room, | prefer to hire a male 
detective—hence, the very fact that Ms. Kyoko herself has come is in itself a separate incident. 


Calm down. 

Let's clear up the questions one by one. 

How Ms. Kyoko figured out my address—that's easy, if she keeps her memory, then there's 
nothing mysterious about it. When | requested an investigation into Ms. Toshiko's whereabouts, 
| properly gave them my contact details as the client—information that would be forgotten by 
tomorrow, but until she sleeps, Ms. Kyoko's brain will not forget it. | also passed along my phone 
number—although calling at the last minute for an appointment that couldn't be refused was 


definitely unreasonable. 


Next, we should be concerned about "how she got here," right? It's not during the hours when 
public transportation is running. 


Yet the Forgetful Detective, who avoids leaving records, generally dislikes taking taxis—could it 
be that there are still taxis without recording cameras available if one looks hard enough? Or 
perhaps she walked... but while Ms. Kyoko isn't wearing high heels, her neatly lined-up shoes 
don't seem fit for long-distance walking. 

"| hitchhiked." 

When | asked, Ms. Kyoko casually answered—well, that came in handy. 

Or should I say, that came in "footy"? 

It's surprising that she managed to get a ride in the middle of the night—a tale of beauty having 
its advantages, perhaps, but on second thought, hitchhiking at night is a rather risky business. Is 
there a pressing reason that she had to visit my home, taking such risks—surely it's not just to 
"deliver something forgotten"? 

Speaking of forgotten items. 

Before | forget... 


"Um... | don't have any coffee to offer you..." 


Not even coffee cups. 


Not just for Ms. Kyoko, my home is not really set up to receive guests—it's impractical, 
concerned only with appearances. If there had been prior notice, maybe, but for an unexpected 
visitor, the Kakushidate residence was all too unprepared. 


"Please don't mind me." 
Ms. Kyoko said this as she sat down—directly on the floor, since there was no cushion. 


The only furniture in my home is a writing desk set against the wall for one person to use—it's 
true, you never realize certain things until you have guests over. 


Since it wouldn't be strange if my home were searched due to a false accusation at any 
moment, I've decided to stock up on plenty of cutlery for visitors... well, if I'm going to prepare, it 
would be better to do so for a more common-sense reason. 


Well, the sight of a beautiful woman with white hair simply sitting on the bare floor was rather 
picturesque. If | were a painter, | would undoubtedly be compelled to pick up a brush—though, 
not being one, | was actually flustered and unable to look directly at her. 

However, there was a sense of incongruity. 

Ms. Kyoko was sitting while still wearing her coat—although | keep the furniture minimal, there is 
a coat rack by the entrance, after all. Some people, when in an unfamiliar place, stubbornly 
refuse to remove their coats, but Ms. Kyoko, who values fashion-related manners, should not be 
one of them... or could it be that she makes an exception for the rooms of people she dislikes? 
Well, the thin, bright red long coat she wore could certainly pass for indoor wear, so it wasn't 
really something to fuss over as a breach of manners... But as she caught my puzzled gaze, 
she touched the hem of her coat and said, 

"Excuse me." 

"Because | rushed out, I'm actually wearing pajamas under this coat." 

It was far from a mere breach of manners. 


What? 


Does that mean Ms. Kyoko just threw on the coat over her pajamas and dashed out of her 
office-cum-residence like that? 


It's almost as if she's still dressed in nothing but her nightwear. 
Come to think of it, because | couldn't look directly at her, | had overlooked the fact that Ms. 
Kyoko was without makeup—or whether it was a no-makeup look, | couldn't judge as a clueless 


man... 


The more | heard, the more it felt like she had rushed to my house with whatever she could grab 
at the moment. 


"Yes. | had just gotten into bed, almost ready to sleep—but right before nodding off, something 
came to mind that concerned me," she explained. 


She had roused herself, she said. 

It must have been a literal awakening. 

Ms. Kyoko has the stamina to stay up for consecutive all-nighters, surprisingly tough despite 
appearances, but getting up after getting into bed must be just as hard for her as it is for an 
ordinary person like me—though it is also a common theory that people tend to have sudden 


inspirations just before falling asleep. 


Did Ms. Kyoko have a flash of insight just at the moment when her memory of the entire day 
was about to reset—and then she hastily made her way over to my home? 


If that's the case, then naturally, the "thing that must be conveyed" would be related to the 
investigation into Ms. Toshiko's whereabouts. 


Could it be that a new fact had come to light? 


"No, but she should have already carried out her thorough investigation at top speed," | mused. 
As a result, | now find myself in dire straits. 


Being simultaneously on the verge of marriage and ruin, I'm indeed in a predicament. 
"Could it be that you've discovered something new, Ms. Kyoko?" 


Since it was futile to keep guessing, | sat down in front of Ms. Kyoko and asked—since she 
didn't broach the subject, it was up to me to prompt her. 


Or rather, Ms. Kyoko did seem sleepy—although not quite dozing off, she was definitely slow to 
respond. It seemed as if her performance had significantly dropped due to rebooting from just 
before shutdown. 


"Discovered something new—yes, that's right. No, it's not that there is additional information 
regarding Ms. Toshiko Kakoi," she clarified. 


"Eh?" 
That was unexpected. 


| had thought that would be the only possibility—so, what on earth was the new information 
about? 


"It's new information about you, Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate." 
"About me?" 
| was more confused than ever. 


Indeed, while investigating the six cases, Ms. Kyoko had also been researching me... but no, 
that's right, she had said that investigation was discontinued partway through. 


The forgetful detective had stopped once the shadow of a past case she had worked on began 
to emerge—a justified action in terms of the compliance of the Okitegami Detective Agency, but 
on reflection, it also meant that the investigation concerning me was incomplete. 


However, since the investigation was halted, there should be no additional information 
forthcoming. 


"On that matter, | can only apologize," Ms. Kyoko said, still seated, bowing her head of white 
hair. 


"| stopped the investigation, but Mr. Mamoru... no, my bodyguard continued to investigate you in 
secret—the excuse that he was just doing his job, which is primarily to protect me, might hold 


up, but it is an act that completely contradicts the rules of the forgetful detective." 


"Ah... | see," | said, understanding the situation and realizing that the bodyguard did indeed 
exist. 


"Therefore, I've fired him as of today," Ms. Kyoko said, raising her face. 
"Eh... what!? Fired, you didn't have to go that far..." 
"It's fine. Even though | fired him effective today, | will have forgotten about it by tomorrow—if he 


has the guts, he'll show up at the office tomorrow as if nothing happened. | find his attitude of 
not respecting my wishes in order to protect me quite commendable, so | hope he continues to 


protect me—aside from that, based on the report from my bodyguard, it seems | have 
misunderstood you." 


"M... Misunderstood?" 

"Yes, | thought you were some perverted deviant who would request a young female detective 
to investigate young women, but it appears | was wrong. Not only are you simply a regular at 
the Okitegami Detective Agency, but it seems you have also helped me out of a tight spot on 
numerous occasions—my bodyguard reported such findings." 

Even though | sensed the aversion she held towards me, | couldn't hide my shock at the fact 
that she considered me a deviant... However, it seems that the bodyguard also possesses 
investigative skills that rival those of a detective. 

Not only that, but he went out of his way to report this to Ms. Kyoko—once the main job was 
completed, there would be little to no reason to report there was "no danger", normally you 


would only indicate if "there is a danger." 


He risked getting fired (which he actually did) to clear up my misunderstanding... Even though it 
started with a baseless suspicion toward me, what a nice guy he is. 


He seems like the right person to protect Ms. Kyoko. 
| felt reassured at such an inappropriate timing. 


Of course, | was also relieved that the misunderstanding was resolved—f it's going to be 
forgotten by tomorrow, it's definitely better to clear it up before that happens. 


"Um... So, Ms. Kyoko, you came all the way to my house just to apologize for the 
misunderstanding? How sincere..." 


"No, as the employer, | need to sincerely apologize for my bodyguard's independent actions, but 
to be honest, | hadn't thought the misunderstanding itself was that significant to warrant an 
apology." 


She was blunt. 


Well, regardless of how much she may dislike me in her heart, she did complete the job 
professionally, so | don't think she should feel culpable. 


Hmm. 


But did she just use the past perfect tense, "hadn't thought"? 


"Yes. | was lying in bed, feeling regretful about the bad thing I'd done, but | was thinking I'd 
forget by tomorrow anyway, so it was fine." 


"You must have been thinking quite a lot." 


"However, after receiving the report from the bodyguard | fired, | developed a nagging 
feeling—although | never intended to slack off because my client was a deviant, and | thought | 
had completed my duties properly, | was still worried that my aversion might have unconsciously 
affected my work. | was anxious about possibly having been lacking. Perhaps | wasn't the 
fastest, but rather, the hastiest—such thoughts made me lose sleep at night." 


She said, looking sleepy. 

"After picking up my only daughter from the nursery, | went to bed at eleven at night, but | 
couldn't stop worrying about it—I thought | couldn't just forget about it, so | ended up coming 
over in such a rush." 

Even though the misunderstanding was resolved, it seems she still tells lies—or rather, sticks to 
her story—about having an only daughter. At this point, | even started to feel as if she really 
might have a daughter. 

Come to think of it, it wouldn't be surprising at all. 

But well, it made sense. 

In essence, it's like aftercare. In the work of the forgetful detective, who lives by the principle of 
"treasure every meeting, for it will never recur" and the philosophy of reset, there is no such 
thing as a warranty period. However, this exception arose accidentally due to a 
misunderstanding. 


A deviation from the pattern. 


"Thank you for your consideration... but, really, it's an overthought. Your work, Ms. Kyoko, was 
as usual—perfect." 


| felt bad for making her rush over in her pajamas, but her work was too perfect, if anything. 


Thanks to that, | am now placed in tremendous adversity—it wasn’t Ms. Kyoko’s fault, yet 
tonight | find myself in a situation where | am unable to sleep at all. 


It wasn't something worth mentioning specifically, but to underscore that there were no 
deficiencies in Ms. Kyoko's work, | recounted the conversation | had with Ms. Kakoi six hours 
earlier. 


| thought it would be a laughing matter, but Ms. Kyoko was appalled. 


"What are you doing? With such an honest way of conveying things, you're disqualified as a 
deviant." 


"No, that's what I'm saying, I'm not a deviant." 
"Oops." 
Ms. Kyoko covers her mouth. 


"That won't do. Once a misunderstanding takes hold, it's hard to correct—emotions are not so 
easily managed." 


Indeed, even if the mind understands, there are things that just can't be helped. It's a matter of 
feelings. As | answered in the interview, this is also a pattern of wrongful accusation. Even if one 
is acquitted in court, society may continue to harbor doubts—like sneaking into this room and 
treating it as if it's a model room, it seems that, in Ms. Kyoko's eyes, | am still "suspicious." 
"However, Ms. Kyoko. No matter how | conveyed it, | think it would have been the same..." 
"That's true. | can somewhat understand what Ms. Toshiko Kakoi is saying—but | can't deny that 
it was a clear overreaction. No matter how clueless Mr. Yakusuke may be about women's 
hearts, if she threatens to ruin you, that's coercion. ...Why don't you just get married already?" 
She's saying the same thing as she did during the day. 

It's tough. 


In this case, the implication has shifted from "You shouldn't miss this good opportunity" to 
"Maybe you should give up?", which makes it all the more painful. 


"...Ms. Kyoko, do you know how | could refuse in a way that would satisfy Ms. Kakoi?" 


Anyway, since Ms. Kyoko was kind enough to come, | decided to consult her like that—hoping, if 
lucky, to get some advice from the detective. 


It should be more legitimate than requesting a young female detective to investigate a young 
woman. 


Normally, this would be a situation where an additional fee might be incurred, but if it's 
considered aftercare, there's a chance | could get it for free. 


I'd like to take that slight chance. 


However, the answer from Ms. Kyoko was... 

"You may already be aware, Mr. Kakushidate, but | think it's impossible to get her to 
understand—this isn't as a detective, but from my perspective as a woman the same as Ms. 
Toshiko Kakoi, she's simply being unreasonably demanding and cornering you." 

That was the case. 

Unreasonably demanding... it wasn't something as charming as that. 


"| hadn't seen her as the type to do such a thing..." 


"From my experience, | can say that a person who has been rejected can do anything, no 
matter how absurd." 


The "my experience" that Ms. Kyoko, the forgetful detective, refers to, isn't her experience as a 
detective, but before she started losing her memory—wasn't it around the age of seventeen? 
No, thinking back to her latest lie about having an "only daughter," the credibility of anything she 
says in lectures is utterly nonexistent. 


"However—even including that ‘emotional issue,’ it's still a response that feels off. It's an 
overreaction..." 


Saying this, Ms. Kyoko closed her eyes, making a face as if deep in thought—at this time of 
night, | worried she might just fall asleep as she was. 


But it seemed her curiosity overcame her sleepiness. 

"Maybe she'll be unexpectedly grateful,’ is possibly just a convenient male fantasy of yours, Mr. 
Kakushidate... but at the very least, it's true that Ms. Kakoi has been freed from a curse she's 
been under for many years." 

"That's right..." 

| pretended not to hear the part about it being a convenient male fantasy. 


"Rather, could it be that Ms. Kakoi didn't want her curse to be lifted?" 


"Oh? Are you suggesting that Ms. Toshiko Kakoi was intoxicated with herself as a 'cursed 
individual’, whose loved ones are doomed to face ruin one after the other?" 


"| wouldn't go that far." 


No. 


But it's not like there's no indication of that—it's not an uncommon emotion to be intoxicated with 
one's own misfortune, to revel in being the pitiable 'me'. 


"There's another thing that's not right... Mr. Kakushidate, just to confirm, Ms. Kakoi said the 
following, didn't she? 'I can forgive you for what you requested from Ms. Kyoko. | would have 
wanted to do the same if | could." 


"Ah, yes. | don't remember the exact details, but she said something with that nuance in a very 
assertive tone... so, maybe she's not that angry about the background check itself." 


"Another convenient male fantasy." 
There's a limit to how many times you can pretend not to hear something when it's repeated. 
"But since she herself said she forgives you, let's just ignore that for now—as someone whose 


name has been brought up, what | can't overlook is the part where she said, 'I would have 
wanted to do the same if | could." 


...? What's so strange about that? Ms. Kakoi is a devoted fan of Ms. Kyoko, someone who 
would attend lectures, so it doesn't seem unnatural to me that she'd think of asking the forgetful 
detective to investigate her own curse." 

Indeed, she even raised her hand to ask questions. 

While Ms. Kyoko had evaded a conclusion with her response, 

"Well, if I'm asked indirectly in a public setting, | can't give her the kind of answer she's hoping 


for—if she had formally requested it, | could have had the same discussion with her that | had 
with you today, Mr. Kakushidate. And yet—she didn't do that." 


"'If only | could have, | would have wanted to.’ Then why couldn't she?" 

Was there a circumstance that prevented her from making a request even if she wanted to? 
Could it be financial reasons? 

No, but then again, if we're talking about the Loan Detective Mr. Muto, that might be one thing, 
but with the forgetful detective Ms. Kyoko, while certainly not cheap, her fees are not so 


exorbitant that they're out of reach—f it's a matter of one's own life or the life of a loved one, it 
shouldn't be an absolutely unpayable amount. 


Especially when considering she'd have dinner with me at such a fancy restaurant. 

It wouldn't have been surprising if, upon the appearance of a sixth person who seemed like a 
marriage prospect, she had preemptively requested an investigation into her own background 
from Ms. Kyoko—or another detective. 

And yet, she didn't do that. 

Instead, she chose the path of proposing to me. 

"Yes. Choosing such a path, | can't help but wonder what kind of flawed navigation system she 
might be using. Or perhaps there's a self-punitive desire for destruction? As if marrying a 
hopeless man would serve as atonement for the sins committed against the men she's been 
involved with..." 

"...Um, Ms. Kyoko. Just to confirm, you've come here to apologize to me, right?" 

"Not strictly to apologize. | feared that | might not have done the work | was paid for, so | came 
to check—however, unfortunately, | can't say I've done it very satisfactorily. | feel like I'm missing 
something fundamental..." 

Ms. Kyoko then stretched right there. 

Perhaps the sleepiness had reached its limit, and her head wasn't functioning properly—it would 
normally be advisable to get some sleep at this point, but in the case of the forgetful detective, 
that's not an option. 

Doing so would mean forgetting the outline of the case, along with any sense of 
incongruity—although the outline could be re-inputted and recovered, losing the sense of 


incongruity would be problematic. 


| can explain the outline, but the sense of incongruity, and by extension her intuition, is uniquely 
Ms. Kyoko's—belonging only to "today's Ms. Kyoko." 


It's something that can't be carried over to tomorrow, no matter what. 

"No... that plan might not be so bad after all," 

Ms. Kyoko looked at me and said, 

"Perhaps, it would be best to forget everything at once—if | lack confidence in my work thinking | 


might not have done it properly, it's due to my aversion to Mr. Kakushidate. Completely 
removing that and facing the case afresh isn't necessarily a bad idea." 


Ah, | see. 

Even when misunderstandings are cleared, humans tend to carry their emotions with 
them—emotions are indeed difficult to manage, but for Ms. Kyoko, she had the ability to deal 
with those feelings. 

Looking back now, it's clear that there was a problem with the way | requested her services, 
which led to this complicated situation—I didn't start off on the right foot. | was the worst client 
for the fastest detective. 

So she's decided to hit the reset button. To reset the incongruity and the aversion. 

It's a cheat only allowed for the forgetful detective, a direct challenge to the saying that there's 
no reset button in life—if it means that the aversion to me, Yakusuke Kakushidate, that's been 
etched irretrievably into Ms. Kyoko's mind could be wiped clean, then | can't think of a more 


desirable outcome. 


Well, that doesn't necessarily mean that the situation will change significantly—it's a somewhat 
high-risk cheat in that sense. 


Forget the incongruity. Forget the aversion. 
You can't choose just one of them. 


Whether it's okay to wipe away not just the aversion, but also the anxiety that there might have 
been an oversight, | can't decide. 


Of course, if it leads to the same conclusion, then that's fine too— 


"Yes, that's right. So instead of just resetting the bad mood, it would be better to go all the way 
to a good mood." 


"Good mood?" 
"Yes. Why not aim for the best mood possible... Well, if we trace it back to the origin, it all 
started with my misunderstanding... Well, no two ways about it. Shall we resort to a trick that's 


not exactly praiseworthy?" 


Ms. Kyoko shook her white hair vigorously as if to shake off the sleepiness, and then, as if she 
had made up her mind, she revealed her plan to me. 


"Mr. Kakushidate, may | borrow a magic marker? And then, please take off your shirt." 


| understand why she would want a magic marker—probably to write the now-familiar 
memorandum on her right arm before doing the "reset" (the left arm already has the usual 
message: "| am Kyoko Okitegami. 25 years old. Head of the Okitegami Detective Agency. My 
memory resets every day."). Even if there's no cutlery for guests, there are plenty of pens. 


But why the need to be shirtless? 
Why shirtless? 


Had there been a clever foreshadowing in our conversation that I, indeed, must become 
shirtless? 


| wanted to ask why, but no counter-question was permitted—because Ms. Kyoko had already 
taken off her long coat, which she had been wearing inside the room ever since she crawled in, 
without waiting for my response. 

She revealed her pajama-clad figure without any hesitation. 

Given the season, her nightwear was quite lacking in warmth, or in other words, it was quite 
revealing—Ms. Kyoko usually wears long sleeves and tends to wear long bottoms, whether 
skirts or trousers, but it seems that doesn't apply to her private sleepwear, which consisted of a 
sleeveless top and shorts that resembled culottes. 

The translucence could almost be called negligee. 

It's hard to believe she's wearing glasses, and the only conclusion | can draw is that Ms. Kyoko 
came in a hurry—this is a service shot of Ms. Kyoko. Does she perhaps never wear the same 


clothes twice, including her pajamas? 


Presented with such a precious sight, | find it impossible to come up with any excuse to hesitate 
in exposing my worthless upper body. 


No, just like | don't understand why I need to be shirtless, | also completely fail to comprehend 
why Ms. Kyoko needs to be in her pajamas in this scene. 


If it's to write memos on her arms and legs, she could have just rolled up her coat—ah, | see, is 
it because she intends to sleep? 


Is that why she's now taking off her knee-high socks? 


So, does Ms. Kyoko plan to sleep here? 


In this clean room, which is disguised in utter mediocrity? 


"Yes. In my improved version of Mr. Kakushidate's plan, | have to sleep here—so please lend 
me a futon later on,” she says. 


"T-That's fine with me," | reply. 
Is it really fine? 


Since there's not even a cushion, of course, there's no futon for guests—logically, | have to offer 
my own futon. 


But can Ms. Kyoko really sleep on the futon of someone she can't entirely wipe away her 
aversion for? No, it's supposed to be a sleep to reset that aversion—but then, where does Ms. 
Kyoko's plan have me sleeping? 

"Well, you can just sleep anywhere you like around here," she suggests. 


It seemed like she had no plan. 


Since she hasn't reset her memory of disliking me yet, it's an unavoidable measure—I'm left 
shirtless, after all. 


However, "around here" doesn't seem to mean a nearby hotel—it seems to imply somewhere in 
this clean room. 


Sleeping in the futon of someone you dislike can be endured with some effort, but sleeping 
beside someone you dislike is quite a dangerous plan... Essentially, does the plan require me to 


be right beside her when she wakes up? 


"Yes, that's more or less the idea. | admit it's dangerous, but the thought of not working enough 
for the fee | received is an unbearable agony," she admits. 


"Huh... well, if you're feeling that much pain, you could give me the change, and I'd be fine with 
that," | suggest. 


"Giving change is like death to my soul," she declares firmly. 
She said it with finality. 
What is she being so definitive about? 


Just give the change. 


My gaze, which is essentially a look of protest from one she feels aversion to, doesn’t seem to 
cause any pain, as Ms. Kyoko starts to write smoothly on the lower part of her right arm with the 
magic pen | handed her (Ms. Kyoko can write nearly equally well with either hand)—if she were 
to record all of the male history associated with Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, the number of characters 
would be considerable, so it might not all fit on her right arm. After all, it's the case histories of 
six men—six cases. 


| think at most she can write about two cases. 


In that case, would she write on her legs? Well, given the current situation with her in pajamas, 
both legs are bare, so there should be no shortage of space. 


"No, | do not intend to write down the details of the cases," 

Ms. Kyoko says again, decisively. 

Well, this is a moment where decisiveness might be okay—but | can't help asking why. 

Why? That would mean starting from scratch. Does she mean to spend another six hours 
redoing all the investigation? If she doesn't investigate things related to me, strictly speaking, it 
would be four hours... 

"What kind of investigation | will conduct depends on 'tomorrow's me'—unfortunately, ‘today's 
me' with low motivation cannot be relied upon as a messenger. Therefore, it's best not to leave 
unnecessary memos." 


So, this isn't a no-plan but a no-hints situation? 


"However, | do not intend to start completely from zero. Didn't | say that? | plan to cheat, which 
isn't something to be praised. So please, Mr. Kakushidate, teach me the bare minimum." 


"? Is it okay for me to explain? Not just the content of the request, but also the explanation you 
provided?" 


"Yes. It seems that would raise the motivation of 'tomorrow's me'." 
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It doesn't make sense. How could an explanation from me, whom she dislikes, increase her 
motivation... Yes, even if her aversion disappears by tomorrow, that would just mean she would 
be in a neutral state to receive information fairly, but does that really lead to a boost in 
motivation? 


After all, if she's not writing down today's requested case file, then what is Ms. Kyoko writing on 
her right arm right now? 


| can't see from this angle... and | don't have the courage to peer over the shoulder of a woman 
in thin pajamas while I'm shirtless. 


"Yes, I've finished writing. Please check to make sure—the kanji is correct, isn't it?" 


Saying this, Ms. Kyoko puts the cap back on the magic pen and turns the inside of her right arm 
towards me—and there, to my surprise, my name was written. 


"Yakusuke Kakushidate."” 
There's no mistake in the kanji. 


Well, this in itself is not something | hadn't expected at all—or rather, | would be in trouble if she 
hadn't done this. 


If she doesn't leave somewhere a record of my name as the client, and the reason why | visited 
this room, when she wakes up, she might be disoriented to suddenly find herself in an unknown 
room with an unknown man beside her—I won't ask her to leave a note saying "a trustworthy 
person” like once before, but it's essential that she notes that | am the client. 


Even if she's sleepy, Ms. Kyoko would never overlook such a thing—just as | was about to be 
relieved of my needless worries, however, | realized there was no room for such relief. 


The phrase "a trustworthy person" was a gross understatement. 


My name, written on Ms. Kyoko's right arm, "Yakusuke Kakushidate," was encircled repeatedly 
with double circles—as if it were an incredibly important name. 


Not only that, but phrases like "A name | never want to forget!", "Even if | forget my own name, 
remember this one!", "The name of the most important person in the world!", "The name of 
someone who can be trusted with everything, someone you can rely on completely!" danced 
around my name. 


What should one call this bewildering array of exclamation points, so uncharacteristic of a mere 
memo? 


Yes, this is it. 
It was like a scene from a romance movie where the heroine loses her memory, and in a 


desperate attempt to cling to her recollections, she writes a painfully earnest note about not 
wanting to forget her lover, fiancé, or perhaps even her husband. 


But, of course, | am neither Ms. Kyoko's boyfriend nor her fiancé, let alone her husband—the 
father of the daughter who goes to the nursery school is not me. 


The name "Yakusuke Kakushidate," a name that seems common enough (self-deprecation), 
should not be a name Ms. Kyoko wishes to remember even if she forgets her own, nor should it 


be the name of the most important person in the world—my only response is, "What is this?" 


And as for "someone who can be trusted with everything, someone you can rely on 
completely"... that's far beyond just "a trustworthy person." 


Maybe she's heard about some of the circumstances from the nice-guy bodyguard, but to be 
entrusted with such confidence is disconcerting, to say the least. 


| can't handle being relied on for everything. 
What kind of memo is this—reading it makes me so embarrassed, it's full of nothing but lies. 
And not just any lies, but lies so grand that if one were to tell them, they'd never be believed by 


anyone ever again. 


"Yes, this is a memo of great lies—but for 'tomorrow's me,' these will become unwavering 
truths." 


"In other words, ‘today's me,’ who has regrets about the investigation conducted in a bad mood 
while having a strong aversion to you, Mr. Kakushidate, wants ‘tomorrow's me' to have a 
favorable impression of you and tackle the job in perfect shape." 

Motivation. 

It's incomprehensible—no, it's actually quite clear. 


It's very, very clear. It's nothing but clarity. 


Anyone would prefer to work for someone they like rather than for someone they 
dislike—efficiency is bound to increase. 


A working professional isn't one because they are employed by a company, but because they 
possess sociability—it's relationships, communication skills, and connections that are most 
important. 


So, the phrase "for my sake" doesn't necessarily have to be hypocritical—however, this 
method... 


"That's... cheating..." 


"Yes, that's why it's cheating—I told you. Please make sure you tell a good story to 'tomorrow's 
me." You are, after all, someone whom | consider more important than myself, someone | place 
my full trust in." 


To boldly skip the effort (let's deliberately call it "effort") of building trust and to control one's 
feelings as freely as if they were game parameters is indeed an act of cheating. 


Not only resetting the aversion towards me that started from a misunderstanding but to 
overwrite it forcibly with false affection... 


It goes beyond being sly, it's a plan at the level of being cowardly or dirty. It's the kind of 
malicious act that even Professor Moriarty would not commit. 


However, without showing any sign of remorse, Ms. Kyoko said, 


“Tomorrow's me will dedicate all her efforts to solving the case for your sake—it's time for the 
finishing touch." 


With that, she reached for the pen again. 


But then, as if struck by a sudden thought, she put aside the pen | had lent her and said, 
"Maybe this is more appropriate," as she rummaged through the pocket of the long coat she had 
taken off earlier. 


What Ms. Kyoko pulled out was a small pouch. It seemed to be a cosmetic pouch—despite 
having come bare-faced, it appeared she did carry makeup when visiting a client's home. 
Perhaps even the formidable Ms. Kyoko couldn't bring herself to pull out cosmetics in the car 
while hitchhiking. So, the finishing touch she mentioned, was it makeup? But to apply makeup 
when one is about to sleep... Isn't it usually the opposite? 


"Sorry to keep you waiting,” 

Ms. Kyoko said as she picked up a tube of lipstick from her pouch—a light pink lipstick. There 
are probably more precise classifications, but to someone like me who doesn't carry a color 
chart, pink is just pink. 


"Lipstick... are you going to apply that now?" 


"Mr. Kakushidate, have you heard of 'Message by Rouge'?" 


Ignoring my completely baffled expression, Ms. Kyoko, who typically isn't up-to-date with current 
songs, referenced an old but timeless hit—"Message by Rouge." 


"There's only so much you can write on your right arm, and that alone might not be convincing 
enough," 


Ms. Kyoko said, twisting the lipstick in her right hand and crawling on all fours toward me, who 
was half-naked from the waist up—then she pointed the tip of the lipstick at my chest. 


"| thought I'd leave a long message of love on a trusty, large billboard—I suppose you could call 
it a big lie in the form of a note, or rather, maybe it's Kyoko Okitegami's marriage registration." 


"This is Yakusuke Kakushidate. Mr. Yakusuke! Super my type. | fell in love with him at first sight, 
before we even met, the kindest and most ideal prince. | like him, | like him, | like him, | like him! 
Just making eye contact makes me happy, | always want to hug him tight. Without Mr. 
Yakusuke, | can't do it! | absolutely don't want to be hated by him! If Mr. Yakusuke hates me, | 
can't go on living. If Mr. Yakusuke abandons me, my life is over. For Mr. Yakusuke, I'd do 
anything, I'd listen to anything he says. | want to give it my all, | want to serve with all my might. 
I'm truly in love, | adore him to the bone. Becoming Mrs. Yakusuke is my dream. 


XOXO Kyoko Okitegamie" 


In the spot marked with a e, there was a kiss mark. 


Ch 5: Yakusuke Kakushidate, Rejecting 


After my chest was inscribed with ridiculously foolish text by the Forgetful Detective, turning it 
pink (and this wasn't just my chest used as a billboard, but my whole body was as pink as a 
boiled octopus), about eighteen hours had passed—that is, "the next day" at 9 in the evening, | 
arrived at the meeting place with the magazine journalist and skillful interviewer, Toshiko Kakoi. 
Considering the nature of the negotiations to come, calling it a meeting place might be less 
truthful than a duel ground. 


Truth. It's a heavy word. 


The location was the same private room in the high-end restaurant where the initial marriage 
proposal that started everything took place—she had reserved the same establishment, 
suggesting that the battle had already begun. The meticulous recreation of the setting, down to 
the room's location, seemed to showcase her journalistic skills, sending a shiver down my spine 
that wasn't due to fear. 


There's a notion that arriving early to a meeting is polite, and another that arriving late is proper 
etiquette. Although I can see a sliver of reason in both, given the circumstances, | decided to 
arrive early and wait for Ms. Kakoi. Of course, she was already there, lying in ambush inside the 
private room—she sat with a dignified presence so profound that | would've easily believed her 
if she said she had been there for six hours. 


Moreover, she greeted me with an iron mask-like expression, suppressing all emotion, which 
was expected. But not only that, the last time we met, where delicious food densely covered the 
table, now it was densely lined with IC recorders. 


There were, including the smartphones prepared for recording, a total of five IC recorders 
arrayed on the table. I've heard in the business world, it's customary to record the content of 
negotiations to prevent any disputes about he-said-she-said later on. However, this sharp 
formation seemed designed to meticulously record my forthcoming explanation, potentially to be 
used as ammunition for a future confrontation. 


Even actors who work with their voices might not want to utter a single word in such a setting. If 
it were allowed, | would've turned on my heel and fled at full speed, but such an escape was not 
permitted for me today—like a death row inmate sitting down in the electric chair, all | could do 
was quietly take a seat directly opposite Ms. Kakoi. 


However, nearly a full day had passed since my doom was declared at eight o'clock the 
previous night, and for this death row inmate, a condition for a turnaround, a chance to survive, 
had arisen. 


"You've done well to come. I'll commend you for your resolve—at least that's something worth 
praising from me, and it'll be the last time | do," she said. 


Any faint hope that maybe, just maybe, Ms. Kakoi's mood had improved by some mistake 
vanished with her manner of opening the conversation. 


She appeared in black attire, which seemed to either match her hair color or her current state of 
mind—or perhaps it was a mourning dress itself. But | decided it was less frightening than if she 
had shown up in a wedding dress and tried to psych myself up. 


"Um..." 


"Let's get the work discussion out of the way first. Here is the interview manuscript. If you could 
return it by next week," Ms. Kakoi began, deftly timing her agenda as | braced myself to start 
speaking—her efficient work ethic now seemed to function solely for the purpose of harassment. 


However, on the other hand, this was an extremely correct procedure—after entering the main 
topic, | couldn't really imagine being able to return to the work discussion, no matter how the 
situation unfolded. 


One, or perhaps both of us, would not get away unscathed. 


Glancing through the contents of the envelope she handed me, the interview manuscript 
appeared to be very readable and nicely put together, to an extent that | couldn't believe | was 
the one speaking—perhaps this is what they call the art of composition. | was drawn into it, even 
though it was my own spoken words. Furthermore, the parts | hoped would be used were 
precisely incorporated—it was surprising. 


Because our relationship had become so complicated, | had been anxious that the interview 
manuscript would be written in a destructively bitter tone—of course, she had completed the 
manuscript before things went awry, but still, there had been a full day to rewrite it. 


Maybe it's the pride of a journalist, to not engage in shameful behavior as a professional. 


Of course, depending on the explanation | was about to give, she might, as a news reporter, 
mercilessly ruin me... 


After we finished the administrative exchange about the article's publication schedule in a 
business-like manner, and once most of the ordered food had arrived, 


"Now, please begin, Mr. Kakushidate. How, and for what reason, will you reject my marriage 
proposal?" she said. 


She seemed determined to maintain control of the situation—however, | couldn't just meekly 
comply with Ms. Kakoi's demands and provide my explanation. 


The situation had completely changed. 

It had been turned upside down by the white-haired detective—the twist had already happened. 
...But, to be precise, there was still a choice. 

Not for me, but for Ms. Kakoi. 


While I, who had foolishly committed an act of insincerity, was not allowed the choice to flee in 
disgrace—there was still room for her to do so. 


The act of leaving without hearing the conclusion, something unthinkable in a mystery novel, 
was still permissible for her at this point. 


It wouldn't be fair to start my explanation without informing her of that. 

"Ms. Kakoi, it's not too late for you now." 

"Huh?" 

"You acknowledged my determination—but have you decided on your own resolve?" 

| face her—truly face her. 

After all, even as of last night, it wasn't something to be communicated over the phone—| was 
caught off guard by the unexpected call at that calculated timing, but if we had been talking face 
to face like this, the subsequent developments might have been somewhat different. 


In that sense, it is decisively too late for me, but Ms. Kakoi still has time... 


"| suppose | shouldn't be telling you this, as someone who respects the 'right to know’, but you 
have the right to 'remain in ignorance,” | said. 


"You've backed me into a corner where there's no drawing back. Even a coward like me has to 
fight back in self-defense when pushed to the brink of ruin. No one can simply nod and obey 
silently when forced to such extremes. Are you prepared? Prepared to face the possibility of 
your own ruin as a result of my retaliation?" 


"Are you threatening me?" 


Ms. Kakoi replied with an uncomfortable look to my roundabout way of speaking. Without 
flinching, | informed her, "You were the one who threatened me—that's why things have turned 
out this way." 

"How ridiculous. Mr. Kakushidate, I've always thought that my own ruin would be far easier to 
bear than living like this—powerless, just watching the person I've fallen for be destroyed. I've 
longed for my own destruction instead." 


Ms. Kakoi glared at me with fierce determination. 


"If you have come with words that will lead me to ruin, then please, don't hesitate to bring about 
my downfall. Otherwise, | will be the one to ruin you—just as | have with the six before you." 


It was as if my explanation from last night, that the majority of those six were not actually ruined, 
had not registered in her mind at all—she was still trapped by her own curse. 


And yet, Ms. Kakoi had chosen ruin over the curse—she had desired it. Now that it had come to 
this, there was no alternative. 


In other words, my options were limited, and saving Ms. Kakoi wasn't one of the m—which 
meant | had no choice but to lead her to ruin. 


| mustn't get drunk on any heroic sentiment—I am only fighting to protect myself, battling against 
someone who, however misguided, had proposed to me. 


| am simply facing off in a battle of ruin with someone whom | had respected for their work, 
introduced by a trusted friend—what a situation. 


These things happen in life. 
It's not always the case, but it's not surprising when it does. 


If only we could oppose only those we dislike or those who annoy us—how much better would 
that be? 


"Now, enough with the preliminaries, Mr. Kakushidate. Let's get started. Please, reject my 
proposal thoroughly." 


"Before | refuse, let me just say..." 


Ms. Kakoi may have "praised" me, but I think my resolve truly firmed up at that moment. 


"What I'm about to say is predicated on the wisdom borrowed from Kyoko Okitegami, the 
Forgetful Detective—someone you are well aware of, Ms. Kakoi, and she's been helping me 
since yesterday." 


"Eh?" 


Her previously expressionless face, held as if biting her lower lip, momentarily reverted to its 
natural state—surely, she hadn't anticipated this. 


The more of a fan she was, the more she knew. 


The Kyoko Okitegami who lives only for today, "helping since yesterday" to investigate Ms. 
Kakoi's background, is something that should not, normally, be possible. 


It's not an exaggeration to say that it's something that shouldn't happen. 

But no, that's not it. 

Love has the power to overturn any rule, to upend all laws—it is that magnificent. 

| touch my chest and think to myself. 

"So, shall we begin? Ms. Toshiko Kakoi—| will bring you to ruin, at the highest speed." 


Even at the highest speed, it might already be too late. 


2 


"| see, | see. So, the case l'm taking on as the Forgetful Detective this time has such aspects, 
huh? As expected, Mr. Yakusuke's explanation is so easy to understand, it's captivating. It's like 
water on a standing board, truly a feat not easily achieved. Despite it being a redundant effort, 
you went out of your way for my sake. | am utterly grateful." 


After scribbling various notes haphazardly on my chest, Ms. Kyoko, who had slept soundly until 
dawn, awoke feeling refreshed and immediately said this to me after listening to my 
far-from-crisp explanation, like rain dripping off a horizontal board, of the case overview and the 
investigation results of "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko." 


She grasped my hand tightly. Strongly and warmly. 


She never hesitates with physical contact, and to begin with, she's much too close. 


It's not the first or second time I've had to present a case twice because Ms. Kyoko fell asleep 
during an investigation, but to receive such a heartfelt thanks from her, who is usually quite 
brazen—this is a first for me (normally, Ms. Kyoko's gratitude is fairly easily exhausted). 


It's also rare to be on the receiving end of such an unguarded smile at this proximity. 


| wish she wouldn't approach me in her nightwear with a smile, while I'm half-naked—however, | 
couldn't bring myself to utter such a rejection. 


| must put all my effort into going along with the conversation. 


After all, she currently believes that | am her "ideal prince"—having "remembered" it after 
reading the memo she wrote in her own handwriting. 


| can't afford to shatter that image. 


Even though making such a decision while covered in scribbles of rouge all over my torso 
doesn't resolve anything. 
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"*Giggle*, 


| realized that Ms. Kyoko, still sitting in seiza, had been inching closer and closer to me—until 
our knees were nearly touching, her cheeks flushed, looking utterly enchanted. 


There have been a few instances where | almost mistook her expressions to mean that maybe, 
just maybe, Ms. Kyoko had a fondness for me, but the look on her face now confirmed that it 
was all nothing but my own wishful thinking—if this is "enchantment," then all her previous 
expressions were within the range of affection. 


| feel starkly shown the difference between a million-dollar smile and a zero-yen smile, and it 
just hurts. 


"Um, Ms. Kyoko. So, after listening to that, what do you think? Did you feel anything in 
particular?" 


"Do you mean to ask if | felt something other than this passion welling up from the depths of my 
heart?" 


"Yes, apart from that passion." 


By the way, that passion isn't coming from the depths of her heart, but mainly from the lower 
part of her right arm. 


"Oh come on. You actually understand, yet you pretend not to, just so | can have my moment, 
don't you? You're so sweet." 


She lightly pats my shoulder, in a familiar way. 


Her memories have been reset, and for me, it's supposed to be yet another "nice to meet you," 
but in front of her ideal person, could she really be this forward? 


Damn it. 


I'm actually pleased with her casual way of speaking. It makes me incredibly happy, almost to 
the point of death. 


But this cheating, even if it's almost one-sided, threatens to ruin the relationship that I've 
painstakingly built up with Ms. Kyoko over time. 


It's like having dreamed of saving up a million yen over many years through diligent saving of 
five-hundred-yen coins, only to suddenly win three hundred million yen in the lottery—it could 
make one lose sight of the meaning of life. 


Having a dream come true so effortlessly brings with it an emptiness. 

| always thought the theory that people who win the lottery tend to end up ruined was a 
narrow-minded urban legend fueled by envy and jealousy. But now, that legend is rapidly 
gaining credibility within me. 


"Ruin. Yes, ruin—that's right." 


Perhaps barely retaining awareness that she is working, Ms. Kyoko switches back to her more 
formal way of speaking. 


"That word seems to be the key to this request—'yesterday's Kyoko' had intended to prove that 
the 'curse' Ms. Toshiko Kakoi spoke of was absurd, based on the investigation results that 'the 
majority of the six people did not face ruin.' But if she was able to deduce that far, she should 
have taken one more step and thought it through." 


There she is, as usual, treating "yesterday's Kyoko" with a certain formality, though in this case, 
it's almost like she's a completely different person. 


The disparity is staggering. The difference in altitude. 


However, being so disliked yesterday, and then being liked this much the next day, is a very rare 
experience. It's probably as rare as being proposed to and then immediately facing ruin. 


"Because, conversely, it means that two out of the six people did end up in ruin." 
"Well, that's..." 


"Two out of six—it might sound like a low probability, but for the individuals themselves, it's once 
in a lifetime they're ruined, and that's something we should take seriously." 


When you put it that way, it's true. 
It's not just a matter of numbers—! thought | understood that well. If | see in the news that 
"ninety-nine out of a hundred people were saved", it doesn't necessarily equate to "it's okay if 


one person wasn't, right?"—not for that one person, nor their family, nor their friends. 


"My, my, you catch on quickly, Mr. Yakusuke. As a detective, it's rare to be blessed with such an 
attentive listener." 


| wish she would stop praising me every chance she gets. 
Even if | know what she's doing, one might still be mistaken. 
There's no way she couldn't remember anything about her activities as a detective, is there? 


"Um... the two who were said to have ‘faced ruin' were... a classmate from elementary school 
and a supervisor from the company after becoming a working adult, but... just, Ms. Kyoko..." 


"If you wish, you may call me 'Kyoko' without any honorifics." 


"No, please, let's stick with Ms. Kyoko. 'Yesterday's Ms. Kyoko' was also investigating the fact 
that these two's 'ruin' was not due to Ms. Toshiko Kakoi." 


"The fifth person, a man who was disciplined for having affairs with multiple women in the 
company, including Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, during his time at a major publishing house, certainly 
seems mostly self-inflicted—at least, Ms. Toshiko Kakoi alone should not bear the blame. But 
what about the other one—the classmate from elementary school?" 


"What about him...?" 
He, too, bears no responsibility on Ms. Kakoi. According to the investigation of ‘yesterday's Ms. 
Kyoko’, his suicide by jumping was caused by bullying he faced in secret, not known to Ms. 


Kakoi... 


"But there was no suicide note, right?" 


Ms. Kyoko said. 


No matter how casually posed, her sharp tone was unmistakable—the incisiveness of a master 
detective. 


"What if, as the school and the local authorities deny, the cause of his suicide wasn't bullying? 
What if it was a wrongful accusation?" 


"Eh, a wrongful accusation...?" 


"What if the cause of his suicide was related to Ms. Toshiko Kakoi?" 


This doesn't mean to say that "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" overlooked something in her 
investigation and analysis—indeed, she had come close to a razor-thin margin. 


With the ongoing lawsuit from the bereaved family, it isn’t necessarily the case that the school or 
local authorities have been proven responsible—that was something that had already come up 
yesterday. Phrases like "There was no bullying at our school" or "It cannot be concluded that 
bullying was the cause of the suicide" are not always just excuses, and both Ms. Kyoko and | 
were well aware that there could be cases where they were not. 

Having just discussed it in an interview, the possibility of a wrongful accusation had not been 
overlooked—but if it was a wrongful accusation, then we should have pushed our thinking one 
step further to consider that there might be a real perpetrator out there. 

It's not just a matter of fifty steps or a hundred steps, but a significant single step. 

And "today's Ms. Kyoko" has taken that step. 


The difference in motivation... 


Could there really be such a difference between working for someone you despise and working 
for someone you have a favorable impression of? 


Indeed, Ms. Kyoko herself said, 


"| have no idea why 'yesterday's Kyoko' missed that possibility. Perhaps | was too smitten by Mr. 
Yakusuke's charm." 


She seemed puzzled. 


It appears she does not intend to let personal feelings interfere—yet, while "today's Ms. Kyoko 
has managed to draw a different conclusion from the same information as yesterday, one that 
she had not considered, she has not yet explained what that would imply. 


Was she the cause of the second man's suicide? 


Compared to the "easy to understand" notion that he took his life due to bullying, the "hard to 
understand" possibility that a girl he was dating was the cause is undeniably difficult to dismiss. 


"Yes, but, Mr. Yakusuke. The relationship between those two couldn't be said to be ‘dating,’ 
could it?" 


"_..Yes. Well—the third one, the relationship that lasted until high school, could be described as 
something sweet... To put it plainly, it was more like 'a close friendship between a boy and a 
girl." 


That would be even more so in elementary school. 


It could have been a relationship that didn't even reach the level of playing house—just a casual 
association. But what does that matter? 


If the depth of their relationship was shallower than during their college or working adult years, 
then the responsibility for the "ruin" should also be seen as shallower, | believe. 


"| will explain it properly. Your Kyoko does not betray the expectations of her clients." 
"That's reassuring." 


| nodded, choosing to ignore the use of the phrase "your Kyoko." Do | look cool? Despite being 
half-naked (which is cool in a certain way). 


"However, this may not turn out to be a very pleasant story... It will involve doing something 
quite harsh to Ms. Toshiko Kakoi. Still, that doesn't mean | can just stand by and watch Mr. 
Yakusuke be led to ruin." 


"Harsh...?" 

While it could be said that things turned out to be incredibly harsh in the end, as of yesterday, 
there was still hope in the investigation into Ms. Kakoi's personal life—hope that she might be 
freed from a curse that didn't even exist. The thought of overturning that is indeed not a pleasant 


one. 


However, 


"Please, Ms. Kyoko. No matter how bad the aftertaste or how upsetting it may be, as the client, | 
will take responsibility. Please explain without omitting anything, so that | can understand the 
deductions you've made." 


"That's very cool. I'm falling for you all over again." 


Ms. Kyoko said this with her hands together and a cheeky grin—unable to stay completely 
serious. 


Nonetheless, her deductions were sharp and clear. 


"To start off, let me be clear, people who think like Ms. Toshiko Kakoi are not at all uncommon. 
I'm talking about those who are clearly aware that they have an influence that exceeds their own 
boundaries... like, 'music | find interesting never hits it big,’ or 'manga | like always get canceled,’ 
or 'celebrities | support never make it to the mainstream,’ or 'whenever | watch a game, the local 
team loses.' People with an overabundance of a sense of responsibility." 


"Indeed, | understand that. Or rather, | think everyone has that tendency to some 
extent—although the examples you mentioned were all negative. There are also those who take 
a positive view of their influence, like, 'that person became famous because | cheered for them,’ 
right?" 


"Of course. However, due to the structure of society, there are more people who fail than 
succeed, so proportionally, there's a tendency for more people to claim they're ‘jinxes." 


"It does seem difficult to become a ‘god of fortune'—unless you have quite the discerning eye, 
it's unlikely everything you take a liking to will be successful." 


"That's not necessarily true." 
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"Please allow me to explain in order—so when listening to Mr. Yakusuke's story, | naturally 
thought that Ms. Toshiko Kakoi was one of those people who think in such a way. Based on 
what I've heard, she seems like a very earnest person—thinking ‘everyone | date becomes 
unhappy’ is not such an outlandish thought for a young woman. It's a ‘delusion’ that's not 
uncommon, though | wouldn't say it's everywhere." 


Somehow, today's Ms. Kyoko seems more critical of Ms. Kakoi than yesterday. Could it be that 
she's jealous of the woman who proposed to me... If that's her motivation, then the tactics of 
"yesterday's Ms. Kyoko's" are too cunning. 


"It's too commonplace—unnaturally so." 
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"It's as if she's deliberately trying to fit herself into a pattern to blend into a stereotype—there's a 
lack of originality." 


"...90, you're saying that Ms. Kakoi is intentionally acting like a person with strong 
self-consciousness?" 


Well, that too would be a pattern—yet another pattern. There's a way to establish one's identity 
by aligning oneself with a stereotypical image. 


It's called "character building." 


She didn't seem to be that type, but then again, | don't know enough about Ms. Kakoi to speak 
about her type—lI've only just met her. 


"Could it be that Ms. Kakoi was so angry because she was found out in her ‘character 
building'?" 


"If it were only that, it would still be manageable. But from what | deduce, the problem is a bit 
more deep-rooted—and quite serious." 


"Ah..." 


"Of course, I'm not saying this based on any concrete evidence. I'm just putting a malicious spin 
on the story | heard from you, Mr. Yakusuke—so please confirm the finer points with her yourself 
during the interview manuscript handover tonight. After all, it's not like | can be there with you." 


That's true. 


But setting aside the proposal to me, when it comes to reasoning, wouldn't it be better for Kyoko 
to talk? After all, Ms. Kakoi is such an enthusiastic fan of Kyoko that she would attend her 
lectures... 


"A fan... Well, she's certainly interested in me, which | appreciate, but Ms. Toshiko Kakoi didn't 
intend to request my investigation services, did she? Therefore, | don't think the outcome will 
change much even if | were to speak." 


That's right... "If possible, | would have liked to request her services" meant "I couldn't, so | 
didn't request them." And "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" was suspicious of why Ms. Kakoi didn't make 
a request to the Okitegami Detective Agency. 


Yesterday's motivation only allowed her to ‘suspect,’ but today's motivation might reach the truth 
beyond, with the hands of a master detective. 


"Keeping it to indirect questions during the lecture and the fact that Ms. Toshiko Kakoi didn't 
officially request an investigation from me is because she wanted to avoid having the truth 
uncovered by being investigated—she said she could 'still forgive you' for requesting an 
investigation on your own accord, Mr. Yakusuke, because ‘yesterday's me’ couldn't reveal the 
truth. What if we consider it from that angle?" 


"If we consider it..." 
Was it unconscious, | wonder? 
It wasn't self-consciousness but—unconsciousness. 


The definite difference between self-consciousness and unconsciousness is something | can 
hardly articulate, but | was somehow convinced that perhaps Ms. Kakoi has some 
circumstances that she doesn't want to be exposed. 


| had no choice but to be convinced. 


"So, what would be the circumstances that the unrefined detective would uncover without 
discerning her bounds? | thought that instead of indirect things like curses, Ms. Kakoi might be 
more directly involved in the 'ruin' of the six men—I considered this, but according to 
‘yesterday's investigation,’ the number of people who actually ‘faced ruin’ is limited. Among the 
six, two... one of whom is, to everyone's eyes, a clear case of bad karma. Therefore, by a 
simple process of elimination, it's logical to deduce that Ms. Kakoi is directly involved in the ‘ruin’ 
of the second man." 


As for the other four, naturally, considering the results of the investigation, it's too simplistic to 
equate the first company's supervisor's "voluntary resignation" with "ruin." Perhaps, having 
severed all ties with the problematic relationships with women, he might now be living a settled 
life—or like the other four, there might be a chance for him to make a comeback in the future. 
But the second man is an exception in this sense—he is dead. 

There's no redoing that. 


And if Ms. Kakoi is involved in his fatal 'ruin'—if she is the cause of his suicide by jumping... 


It's a somewhat rough logic, but as a thought experiment, there's no reason to fault it, and 
there's a meaning in conducting it. 


"When you pause here to think about it, Mr. Yakusuke—when you heard the story from Ms. 
Kakoi, didn't you feel even a vague sense of discomfort? 'I didn't know that the person | was 
dating was being bullied'—Ms. Kakoi said that, but don't you think it's unnatural?" 


She was blaming myself for not knowing, but... it's a strange tale upon reflection, that a 
classmate, and someone acknowledged as a partner in a relationship, didn't know the other was 
going through such an ordeal. 


The claim of not knowing. 


It almost resembles the cliché excuse that 'I was not aware of the bullying'—but if she did know, 
how would the situation change? 


"It wasn't her leading the bullying—that's not the case. Right now, we're considering the 
scenario where the bullying wasn't the cause of the suicide." 


"Certainly. On the contrary, | am assuming the opposite scenario. The case where Ms. Toshiko 
Kakoi attempted to rescue him from being bullied—it seems more consistent with the strong 
sense of justice in her character that | have heard about." 


Whether Ms. Kakoi had that kind of personality since elementary school is not certain, but it 
does seem more plausible—more so than scenarios where she was a bully herself or knew 
about the bullying and ignored it. 


However, if that were the case, there would be no reason to hide it—if she helped a classmate 
who was being bullied, that would be a commendable act, not something to fear being exposed 
by a detective. If she thought it was simply the right thing to do, it might not be something to 
boast about, though... 


"Imagine she rescued the boy who was being bullied—let's say this deepened their friendship. 
Close classmates... perhaps they were teased or made fun of by other classmates." 


"Well, if they were fourth graders, they would be around ten years old, wouldn't they?" 


If there was a setup where a boy being bullied was defended by a girl with a strong sense of 
justice, it wouldn't be strange for someone to tease with, "What's the matter, you like that guy, 
don't you?"—but it's hard to imagine a girl with a strong sense of justice giving in to such 
harassment. 


As | was beginning to feel like | was wandering into a dead end, Ms. Kyoko looked at me 
feverishly (I wish she wouldn't look at me in a weird way), 


"Here's where ‘today's Kyoko' has an advantage over 'yesterday's Kyoko'—'today' has one more 
piece of deduction material than ‘yesterday. 


"What? One more piece... but there shouldn't be any additional information." 

"Think carefully. You of all people, Kyoko's Mr. Yakusuke, should understand." 

Such heavy expectations. 

And | can't stand seeing Ms. Kyoko referring to herself in the third person. 

"If you'd like, I've already used that privilege once. Please unravel it, my favorite Mr. Yakusuke." 
"Your favorite Mr. Yakusuke... Ah, right. | see. It's about the phone call, isn't it?—-you had 
additional information from the conversation | had on the phone with Ms. Kakoi after receiving 
the investigation results." 

"That's correct. Ah, Mr. Yakusuke, you are transcendent." 

What is transcendent? 

Strictly speaking, even Ms. Kyoko, who visited this apartment late at night, had been told about 
the content of that call—so "having used it once" must refer to Ms. Kakoi's statement that she 
"would have requested help if she could have." 

So, although | was caught up in that "additional information," at that time (while Ms. Kyoko still 
disliked me) she seemed quite sleepy—thinking about it that way, the text written on my chest 
might be like a love letter written late at night. 


That's why the content is so embarrassing. 


"But what about the phone call? Aside from 'I wish | could have asked Kyoko for help,' was there 
any detail that concerned you?" 


"Not a detail, but the main point. The declaration of 'I will ruin you unless you refuse in a 
convincing manner'—doesn't that bother you?" 


If asked whether it bothers me, it's not just bothering, it's an understatement. | spent six hours 
trembling and agonizing over it. 


"Being rejected in a proposal and reacting violently, well, that's not incomprehensible—you 
could say it's truly regrettable that Ms. Kakoi's gentle consideration didn't come across." 


Ms. Kyoko herself is the gentle one. It's her consideration that is regrettable. 


"But even so, threatening ruin is an overreaction, no matter how you look at it. It's hard to 
imagine such behavior from an adult woman—intelligent, calm, fair, and equitable as she is, she 
would have understood, or so your thinking would not have been far off the mark." 


"Yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" dismissed it as a "male-specific delusion," but let's not dwell on that. 
No, on that point, | now think that Ms. Kyoko in her out-of-sorts mode might have been 
correct—though | frequently reflect with embarrassment on my wishful thinking. However, the 
things said by Ms. Kyoko when she's in top form are also quite reasonable. 

It's an overreaction. 


Even "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" admitted that much. 


Just because one's privacy is intruded upon doesn't mean one should threaten ruin—it's 
understandable to be angry, but not to seek someone's ruin. 


So, if that's the case, could "today's Ms. Kyoko" perhaps justify her reaction which was a bit too 
hysterical? 


"At first, | thought it was because she had a high sense of pride and wasn't used to being 
rejected. But this image of the woman does not match the reputation of 'a woman whose men 
always end up ruined.’ Her self-assessment, worried that she'll only repeat failures and never 
have a proper romance, seems rather low—upon being rejected a proposal, she might think 
self-deprecatingly, 'As expected,’ or perhaps, 'It might be for the best, as I didn't end up ruining 
someone | like." 


"Hmm..." 


There might be a bit too much of getting into character, but in a way, that's a fitting response—it 
suits the "cursed life" character. 


Yet, the actual response was the complete opposite. 
She threatened to ruin me—someone who, by all accounts, she had proposed to. While 
seeming to maintain her "character," in action, she was greatly inconsistent. It was utterly 


contradictory. 


"Therefore, setting aside the possibility that Ms. Iwai Miyakoshi acted highfalutin, which led to 
her hysterics, let us continue with our thought experiment." 


Highfalutin? Wouldn't that term have been outdated even when Kyoko was seventeen? 


"Consider this—not because Ms. Kakoi was hurt by Mr. Yakusuke, but because an old wound 
was touched upon, that's why she lost her composure." 


"A wound—because she was rejected?" 

"Touched upon. It's the touching upon that happened due to being rejected—an old wound." 
"Because an old wound was gouged open—that's why she became enraged." 

Kyoko stated this definitively. 

Though she phrases it like a thought experiment, she probably already has her conclusion. 
"Maybe the reason why Ms. Kakoi became so aggressive towards Mr. Yakusuke was not so 
much out of sheer anger but more like she got ‘irritated because she was reminded of her past 
self'—that is to say, perhaps Ms. Toshiko Kakoi herself had once been confessed to and had 
handled the rejection poorly. Even if we assume that, there would be no contradiction, would 
there?" 

"Mistakenly handled a rejection... you mean Ms. Kakoi?" 


"Ye s x n" 


That's why she might not have wanted Mr. Yakusuke to repeat the same mistake—to not fall into 
a pattern. 


Ms. Kyoko pointed her finger—not at my chest, but at the writing there on it. 


It's a "love message" that would make anyone blush no matter where you read from, but what 
Ms. Kyoko indicated was the sentence, "I can't live if I'm hated by Yakusuke." 


Can't live. 
Can't live if hated—if I’m hated. 


"Could the reason the second guy jumped to his death have been a broken heart?" 


If we're to speak drastically, "suicide due to bullying" is somewhat stereotypical—just as the first 
person to discover a murder is often suspected, when a minor in school commits suicide, with or 
without a suicide note, bullying is suspected as the cause. 


Indeed, that mechanical template usually hits the mark—but if it's a template, there are other 
candidates. 


A lost love is a typical, commonplace reason for suicide—isn't it? If the one who jumped wasn't 
a child, or wasn't dealing with bullying, it wouldn't be surprising if that was the first motive to 
come to mind—a patterned motive. 

"Because he was dumped... or was it a complication arising from a breakup?" 

"Judging by her attitude when she was furious with you, Mr. Yakusuke, that seems to be the 


case. Their relationship was not one that could be called dating—even if they were teased and 
treated as a couple by others, that was all there was to it." 


Ms. Kyoko doesn't spell it out. 


She doesn't spell it out, but having said that much, a very distasteful picture comes to mind 
without needing to be told. 


A boy being bullied in class is helped by a serious girl, and as a result, they both get 
teased—together. The girl wasn't bothered by such harassment, but the boy, perhaps not 
entirely displeased, mixed up gratitude for being helped and a young love, but the girl, who 
acted only based on a sense of justice, had no such intentions, and rejected the boy's 
feelings—perhaps too prudishly, or even cruelly. 


Maybe the serious girl logically and systematically denied his feelings, saying your feelings are 
just a misunderstanding—just like | did. 


Or perhaps there was a completely different series of events—regardless, after such a crushing 
blow, the boy jumped. 


He jumped from the rooftop of the school building. 


No, but it wasn't because of a heartbroken, fleeting view of the world leading to a choice of 
death, not a heroic sentiment like, "I can't live if hated," "it's the end," but almost— 


"Out of spite... right?" 


"Yes. It's probably because of such a fragile mentality that he was bullied in the first place." 


I'll have to speak harshly. Given what was done, there's no other way to say it. 


Sure, bullying is 100% the bully's fault, but that doesn't mean the victim is always an angel. 
Even Doraemon's Nobita, depending on the gadget he uses, can do rotten things—it's not a 
proof of strength or virtue to be bullied. Just as |, who am always being falsely accused, am not 
necessarily a good person. 


Forcing purity and innocence on the bullied is dangerous—it could lead to the mistaken 
resignation that "someone like me deserves to be bullied." 


"There was no suicide note, so everyone thought ‘bullying drove him to suicide,’ but only Ms. 
Kakoi understood the real reason he jumped, right?" 


"It would have been better if the suicide note had simply stated 'I died because | was dumped. ' 
Then everyone around would have reassured her with ‘It's not your fault, don't worry' and 'It's 
definitely not your responsibility'—she could have even received professional counseling. But 
with no note, that didn't happen—she was left alone to bear the weight of his suicide." 


...| don't want to think it was all calculated. That he didn't leave a note just for her to suffer alone, 
just to isolate her—that would be too cruel, too premeditated for an elementary schooler to plan. 
| want to believe it wasn't something as foolish as hating the girl who turned cold after he fell for 
her kindness. Most likely, he just couldn't bear the embarrassment of writing down that he died 
over a broken heart—even if bullying wasn't the main factor, it wasn't entirely unrelated. There 
could have been other reasons, perhaps issues at home. No one could truly know the despair 
that swirled in his heart, probably not even himself. 


But Ms. Kakoi. 

She took it as her responsibility. 

She bore it all without consulting anyone. 

An elementary school girl embraced the death of another. 

"Full of various excuses rather than despair, they must have whirled inside her. Feeling 
responsible, she also wanted to escape that responsibility. 'I wasn't really helping him. After all, | 
didn't know he was being bullied. | didn't reject him. Because | liked him. | didn't kill him. 
Because, as everyone said, we were dating'—by rewriting her memories this way, she tried to 
protect herself." 


"Rewriting—memories." 


Just as Ms. Kyoko is doing now. 


Not with this half-smile, but with much more urgency, a rewriting for self-defense. 


"It's not at all praiseworthy. Because she evaded responsibility, others inevitably bore that 
burden." 


Harsh to the core—though it's true. 


Considering the trial is still ongoing, to simply dismiss her as a ‘poor little girl’ from her fourth 
grade is to have a shallow view of humanity. 


But even so... 
What can be said to be more profound? 


"So Ms. Kakoi, not just this time, but every time there's a confession, a breakup, such moments 
stir up old wounds, memories, like that—" 


As | speak, | think "that's not it." | haven't heard any stories of her love life being complicated by 
a breakup—on the contrary, it was with her sixth boyfriend, whom she promised to marry, that 
she tearfully, yet inevitably, accepted the end. 


And something's off. 


The trauma from elementary school would complicate her relationships with men—if explained, 
it seems convincing, yet there is a contradiction. 


It's about her first love from kindergarten. 


The one who "faced ruin" in a traffic accident—though, in fact, he might not have been ruined at 
all. It's undeniable that this incident happened before the second boy came into the picture. 


"Yes, let's go back to the analogy we discussed earlier. In this world, there are more failures 
than successes, so there are more people who believe that the object of their affection will fail 
rather than succeed—right?" 


"Y-Yes. But, you said that's not actually the case, Ms. Kyoko." 


"Oh, how delightful it is that you remember my words. I, of course, will forget this joy, but please, 
Mr. Yakusuke, keep it in mind." 


Please don't use good lines while cheating. 


Anyway, can people truly only like those who will succeed or works that will be recognized later, 
even if they are not connoisseurs? 


"Of course. It's a very simple method. Just look at those who have already succeeded or works 
that are recognized and say, 'l've liked it since the beginning." 


".. That's a lie, isn't it?" 
"A lie, yes. What about it?" 
Ms. Kyoko, who is currently in the midst of a great deception, really seems to say "so what?" 


No, it's blunt, but, after all, the oft-heard claim "I've supported it before it was a hit" is, for the 
most part, just like that. 


People pretend to have been watching with interest since long ago, saying "I knew the time 
would come," as if they had a connoisseur's foresight—a petty, small lie of the petit bourgeoisie. 


No, before one realizes, it's not even a lie anymore. The memory gets overwritten, and they 
genuinely feel as if they have always been supportive—for instance, at Ms. Kyoko's lecture. 


To the audience gathered there, | didn't feel proud thinking, "I Knew about Ms. Kyoko before she 
became this famous." 


But then, from our first meeting, have | trusted her like | do now? Not at all—in fact, initially, | 
quite suspected her of being a disingenuous detective. 


Yet here | am, pretending to be a long-standing fan, being quite deceitful in my own way. 
"By the way, my trusted friend. This method could work in reverse too, couldn't it?" 

Don't speak as if you're Anne of Green Gables. 

I'm no Diana—'in reverse’? 


"Meaning, you could look at someone who has already failed or works that were not recognized 
and insist, 'See, everything goes wrong when | like it," couldn't you?" 


It's possible—but really. 
Yet, what's the point of such an act? To boast about not being a connoisseur... If you're going to 


lie anyway, pretending to have been a fan of a hit from the start seems more fitting to the 
purpose. 


"If you convince yourself that 'everyone | fall for faces ruin,’ then you can blame their downfall on 
fate, can't you—shift the blame away from yourself." 


"Blame—transference." 
Instead of believing it's your fault. 
It's a lie—to make yourself believe it's all due to fate. 


"Furthermore, you've reduced the death of a classmate to just one of the six—a single bullet 
point on a list based on a curse." 


To hide a tree, use a forest. 
It's a pattern seen in mysteries. 
No, but wait—if that's the case. 


If you're saying it's a lie—that you've hidden the ruin amongst ruins, the man amongst men, the 
truth amongst lies. 


"Then, Ms. Kyoko—are you saying that Ms. Kakoi didn't ‘ruin’, or even date—or even like—any 
of the five men, except the second one who committed suicide?" 
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"I won't say all of them. However, | can assert with almost one hundred percent certainty 
regarding the first and the third." 


Ms. Kyoko stated definitively. 

If her sharp reasoning is based on her fondness for me, then it's beyond feeling guilty—it's 
physically suffocating. I'm starting to think that perhaps | shouldn't have asked Ms. Kyoko to 
take this case. 

But it's too late. 

The fastest detective won't stop once she starts. 

"When I was a kindergartener, there was a ‘big brother’ in the neighborhood who got into a 


traffic accident and then moved away. | decided that | had made a promise to marry him—when 
| was in high school, a popular senior in the soccer club got injured during a game and had to 


retire, | decided that | liked him. | blended into the group of girls who were like a fan club, 
fussing over the tragic striker." 


Exposed. Privacy. Lies. And sins. 


Falling for those who have faced ruin, convincing oneself that they've always been fond of 
them—loved them, dated them, rewriting and altering the past. 


"That's how you make those men 'one of them'—'the first one,’ when in reality, there was only 
one person who ‘faced ruin,’ a classmate you turned into 'the second one." 


In reality, you can't say you dated them—because, in fact, you didn't. 


But then, what about the three people after university? True, such overwriting might be possible 
with 'recollections' from one's minor days, but the latter three are quite recent. 


"Yes. So, from here on, it's an application of the method—it's a deliberate act, feeling attraction 
to those who seem likely to face ruin soon, a premeditated approach." 


A perpetrator with conviction. 
Both in the new and old senses of the term, a perpetrator with conviction. 


"Falling for a club member who couldn't fit in with the university environment and who had been 
interested in NPO activities for some time, someone who was likely to drop out soon—forming a 
relationship with a problematic superior at work who was clearly making advances on different 
people. And if we talk about the founder of a venture company, by that time, she was a journalist 
involved in reporting. She could have investigated how the business was doing—if she wanted 
to, she could have found out that he wasn't in any position to get married." 


"Is it like a self-fulfilling prophecy?" 
"Close. Perhaps it's more akin to a self-fulfilling curse—they don't face ruin because she falls for 
them, but rather, she falls for those who are doomed to ruin. By doing so, the 'second guy' 


blends into the forest, as if hidden among the trees, in a sort of tree burial." 


Mrs. Kakoi may consider it her way of offering a prayer for the m—Ms. Kyoko concluded. 
However, even saying as much, these acts aren't beautified in any way. 


On the contrary, they are detestable—to everyone, detestable. 
When | first heard it, the idea that all six would face ruin seemed impossible, but yes, it was 


indeed impossible—'the first guy' and 'the third guy' were afterthoughts, and ‘the fourth guy,’ 'the 
fifth guy,’ and ‘the sixth guy' were chosen based on their impending ruin. 


And then. 

I, as 'the seventh,’ was also—judged on the basis of ruin. 

It’s similar to 'the sixth guy,’ but since it’s Mrs. Kakoi who personally interviewed me—someone 
with a propensity to receive false charges. It's almost certain that sooner or later, | will 
experience some sort of ruin. 

Despite being falsely accused countless times and facing ruin just as often, each time | 
overcame it with the help of a detective. She said it would be okay to marry her, but—the truth 


was the opposite. 


Mrs. Kakoi must have thought that as long as it was with me, someone who kept facing ruin, 
she could continue to stay by my side indefinitely. 


| think | can be happy with you. 
| think | can only be happy with you. 
...Well, that's happiness. 


It’s not that those she falls for are doomed to ruin—for her, who wishes for the ruin of those she 
falls for, someone like me is perfect. 


To my surprise, it wasn't that she thought, "It's okay if this person gets ruined"—but rather, she 
was convinced, "This person will definitely face ruin!" 


So, if she's convinced that it has to be me. 
Then it's not unreasonable to overwrite memories—emotions in that way. 


What other reason could there be for such a desperate measure as to propose on the day we 
met? 


"...How much of it is conscious, | wonder?" 
| asked, still at a loss for what kind of sentiments to hold towards this conclusion. 
“How aware is Ms. Kakoi when she overwrites like that... thinking she is cursed, or that the 


people she falls for will come to ruin... rewriting even the feelings of loving someone or having 
loved someone...” 


Ms. Kyoko hadn't mentioned this far, but when Ms. Kakoi falls for someone who doesn't carry 
the scent of ruin, perhaps she erases the affection itself as if it never existed—to not contradict 
the rule. 

The most painful part might be just that. 

“I think it's mostly conscious,” 


The response | got was the opposite of what | had expected. 


“It's not me, so she can't just conveniently forget her traumas so easily—but | suppose 
pretending to forget is possible.” 


“The declaration of 'I will use any means to bring you to ruin’ reflects that well. After being 
investigated, the theory she had been building up for so long collapsed—by deliberately not 
performing follow-up investigations, she was informed of the well-being of those she had 
deemed ruined. Faced with the indelicate logic, her 'curse' is now as precarious as a flickering 
flame, and to maintain it, she had no choice but to use any means, even if it meant bringing ruin 
upon you, Mr. Yakusuke, whom she once proposed to.” 

There was no difference between conscious and unconscious. 

She was consciously, knowingly, with full understanding—rewriting her own history. 


Consciously, self-destructively. 


No matter how much she overwrites. No matter how many times she repeats the overwrite and 
tries to blacken it. 


In the end, she can't forget anything. 

“That's probably why she came to that lecture | gave—Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, who wanted to ask 
but couldn’t, and had to settle with an indirect inquiry, might have truly wanted to know how to 
forget unpleasant memories.” 

A way to conveniently forget inconvenient things. 


If there were such a method, | would want to learn it myself—Ms. Kyoko had said. 


| completely agree. 


If it were possible to forget, | would have wanted to somehow forget this restarted deduction of 
the forgetful detective that | heard. 


Yet now, even after more than half a day had passed since the mystery was solved, and even 
though | had moved from my room to a private room in a high-end restaurant, | still couldn't 
forget anything. It seemed as though | never would. | sat there, with that thought. 

The tableware, which had hardly been touched, had already been cleared away, and the IC 
recorder, which had never been used in the end, was also gone—meaning, Ms. Kakoi was no 
longer there either. 

She had gone home. 

It seemed that | had somehow managed to escape ruin. 

| was hanging on by the skin of my teeth. 

| couldn't tell how much she had been convinced of, and ultimately, | had no clear idea how 
accurate Ms. Kyoko's deductions had been—they were not like the confession of the true culprit 
in a mystery novel. She didn’t elaborate on her own story and didn’t even acknowledge whether 
the charges against her were true or false. 

If anything, she exercised her right to remain silent. 

She listened in silence to my story, and afterwards, did not erupt hysterically. She neither 
confirmed nor denied any part of the story that tried to expose her life in a brutally detailed 
manner. 

No, she did say one thing. 


She clearly denied a single point of the master detective's reasoning. 


“| proposed to you because | thought you were wonderful, Mr. Kakushidate—that’s all. | thought 
maybe you could save me.” 


| couldn't judge the truth of that statement. 


| can’t imagine | have that much charm, not even if looking at things the other way 
around—rather, it fits better to think that she, to the very end, wished for my ruin. 


But whether she wanted my ruin or my salvation, it turned out that | could not fulfill either—| 
could do nothing at all. 


| was of no help whatsoever. 

That's why, from me, she got just one sentence. 

Most of what | had been rambling about at this seat until now was second-hand from Ms. Kyoko, 
a complete pass-off, with none of my own views included. But there was one thing, just one 
thing that was my own words—so, just one sentence. As she silently finished paying the table 
bill and quietly stood up to leave, | therefore gave her just one sentence, “Ms. Kakoi.” 

“If you were to commit suicide after this—I wouldn't be surprised at all, really.” 

“You're the worst.” 

Leaving those words behind, Ms. Kakoi left. 

Good grief. 

Disliked again. Disliked again by someone | liked. 


Disliked by someone who had liked me. 


But well, perhaps this was, surprisingly, a way to turn down a proposal that anyone could 
accept. 


Appendix 


Afterwards, an interview article about me was published in the "Steady Pace" magazine (on the 
internet) as part of a special feature on wrongful accusations. It went live without incident, as if 
nothing had happened. It seemed to either cause a great stir or go unread—Mr. Kondo, at least, 
praised me, saying the writer he introduced me to was skilled, though as a friend, he also 
seemed to hint that | was being too self-congratulatory. 


But truly, without needing to be reprimanded by a friend, there was hardly any time for me to 
indulge in self-pride about my contribution to society. That's because, the following week, a 
signed article published in the same magazine caused an explosive sensation that dwarfed my 
interview—it was a kind of written confession. The "magazine reporter's" scandalous and 
pretentious history with men was laid bare with brutal honesty, stirring up significant public 
interest. 


Some readers interpreted this article as extremely devastating, almost like a suicide note, but 
my way of thinking was different. | wanted to interpret it as a constructive declaration of intent, 
written for the sake of rehabilitation, to start life anew. 


After all, it wasn't someone else's problem. 


If there was a hidden side to the curse she claimed, that liking someone led to their ruin, as 
revealed by herself in the article, then it wouldn't be strange at all for my own tendency toward 
wrongful accusations to have an appropriate, deceitful underside too. 


Therefore, | want to offer the most frequently spoken words throughout my life to the promising 
journalist as well. 


We didn't have a connection this time, but | wish you the best in your future endeavors. 
Sincerely. 


...By the way, the day after the interview fee was deposited, the first thing | did was head to the 
home center to buy tableware. You never know when and what kind of visitors might come, so | 
thought it best to work on creating a wholesome room while | had the time—though perhaps 
buying a futon as well might have been going too far, but well, it's better to be prepared. 


So, after returning home and undertaking some rearranging at the Kakushidate residence, | 
came across a certain file while organizing. It wasn't particularly surprising, as it was my own 
possession, but it was a document holder where | filed the business cards from Okitegami 
Detective Agency that | receive every time | work with Ms. Kyoko, that is, every time we meet for 
the "first time," arranged in chronological order. Hmm, did | put it here...? 


Tilting my head in confusion, | absentmindedly flipped through the pages, and there it was, 
something truly surprising—an impossible item was there. On the last used page, a business 
card | didn't recognize was inserted. 


When Ms. Kyoko visited this room, | didn't receive a business card from her—at night it was still 
"barely today," and by the wee hours, for her, | was already a "known person"—based on the 
information from her right arm. 


Yet, the file had been updated. 


And on the unfamiliar, latest business card, these words were written—in Ms. Kyoko's 
handwriting. 


"Playing lovers was funx" 


Thinking about it, that makes sense. 


No matter what kind of memo is left on her own body, or in her own handwriting, it doesn't 
rewrite her memory, nor does it fill the gaps in her memory—it's merely one piece of information. 
Moreover, the source of that information is her past self, that is, a person with amnesia. A great 
detective wouldn't simply take such testimony at face value... 


One can't deceive oneself. 

And for Ms. Kyoko, that is no different. 

Her words that if there were a convenient way to forget inconvenient things, she would like to be 
taught it, were never sarcastic or a pointed jibe—they were sincere because, whether the memo 


was true or false, she couldn't escape the fate of her memory resetting every day. 


That's why instead of "what was written," she considered the "intent behind the writing," and 
"today's Ms. Kyoko" went along with the script written by "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko." 


She crafted a character, following the script. 


Not because she is a professional unswayed by emotions, but precisely because she is a 
professional, Ms. Kyoko manipulated her emotions. 


It was less that she was in top form and more that she was playing the role of being in top 
form—an impeccable performance, one could say. And |, who failed to see through it, getting 
flustered and overly excited, was quite the clown, deserving of some award, and considering the 
file couldn't have moved on its own, it became glaringly obvious that at some point, this 


somewhat creepy collection had been seen by her, making me want to writhe in embarrassment 
just thinking about how much she might have come to dislike me, a terrifying thought. The honor 
that Mr. Bodyguard had helped me recover had once again fallen. 


The message written on the business card was cheerful, but this is precisely something that 
can't be taken at face value—| thought about calling her right away to make the proper 
explanations, but it's too late now. Ms. Kyoko has completely forgotten the "impressions" she 
had and the "feelings" she felt at that time. 


Saying the wrong thing now would just make her think of me as a stalker again, leading to the 
worst possible outcome of being disliked anew. 


Knowing this, | still almost called her, gripping my cell phone so tightly it felt like it might break, 
but in the end, | dropped my shoulders and gave up with a sigh—because at this time, Ms. 


Kyoko might have been picking up her only daughter from nursery school. 


No matter how she might think of me, no matter how much she might dislike me, | just couldn't 
bear to hear another transparent lie that even | couldn't believe. 


Her precious only daughter and a loving husband. 


| can't let her tell such sad lies anymore. 


Afterword 


Memories of the past often become glorified or exaggerated, and though we may be convinced 
of their grandeur, revisiting them after a long time can lead to disappointment when they're not 
as significant as we remembered. This holds true not only for fond memories but also for 
unpleasant ones; we might believe we've been through something terrible or been deeply hurt, 
but upon reflection, we might find ourselves wondering, "Huh? Was it just this?" This realization 
can lead to a different kind of disappointment. If we can think to ourselves, "| was hung up on 
such trivial things," then it's still somewhat okay. But if the sentiment stubbornly shifts towards, 
"No! A memory I've dragged along for so long can't be insignificant. This disappointment l'm 
feeling must be the misunderstanding,” then clinging to the "unpleasant memory" becomes 
rather tragic. We hold on to a trauma that never existed, and though the essence of the event 
itself is long lost, its illusion somehow becomes the essence and the substance... Well, this can 
be said for "good memories" as well, so it's not something that can be entirely negated. "To 
reminisce" is quite a phrase—as it's not so much about the event itself but how we think about it, 
how we remember it, or perhaps the meaning we give to our memories, or the flavoring, so to 
speak. If we could control that, maybe we could beautify even the most unpleasant memories. 
However, this also means there's a possibility to worsen any good memory, so when someone 
encourages you with "It's all about the mindset!" you can only respond with, "That's exactly it." 
Nevertheless, even though it's true that "any good memory can be perceived negatively," 
whether "any unpleasant memory can be perceived positively" is still up for debate. No matter 
how optimistic you are, some things just don't work out. 


And so we have the Forgetful Detective series. This installment is narrated by Yakusuke, and as 
usual, he's had a rough time, to the point where I, as the author, feel a bit guilty for putting him 
through it. Well, | like to think he's also had his share of good experiences, so it's a bit of a give 
and take. The flow of time within the story is rather vague, but since it's about a forgetful 
detective, | like to think it's not too bound by timelines. Incidentally, there's a backstory to Ms. 
Kyoko's lecture in the prologue—it was part of the investigation for a different case. Neither 
Yakusuke nor Ms. Kyoko is aware of it, and since they don't remember, it probably won't be 
written about, but among the attendees of that lecture was supposed to be a perpetrator of 
some incident, who would have been pinpointed during the lecture. That's the gist of "The 
Marriage Registration of Kyoko Okitegami." 


The cover features Ms. Kyoko in a wedding dress. Even the fashionable Ms. Kyoko wouldn't 
usually wear such attire as everyday clothing, so I'm pleased to see her in it. Thank you, 
VOFAN. The series will continue with "The Housekeeping Book of Kyoko Okitegami"—though it 
will be reset. 


Nisio Isin 


